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Attends to the villager's vows ; 
The birds fondly bill on the ſpray, 


And poplars embrace with their boughs. 


On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 


We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, 


Hail May, as the Mother of Love, 


From the weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 


The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine : | 


The pinks by the rivuler's fide, 
That border the vernal alcove, 


Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, 


For May is the Mother of Love. | 


Ma ay tinges the butterfly” 8 wing, 
e flutters in bridal array; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſin e 
Their muſic 45 taught thein 23 N * 
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| RE | 
T* II E virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 1 The ſtock- dove, rer wich her mate, 


| Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove, 


And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, | 
| Ye virgins, be ſportive and gay; 


For muſic muſt welcome the Ma 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind,” 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, _ 

Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find 
That May 1s the Mother of Lore. 


Ll 


Non. on beds of fading flow'rs, 
Shedding foon their gaudy pride, 
Nor with ſwains in ſyren bowr's, 
Will true pleaſure long reſide : 
On awful virtue's hill fublime, 
3 d, fits the immortal fair; 
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Get your pipes, oh ! ye ſhepherds, in rune, 
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Who wins her height muſt varient climb; 


So, from the firſt, did Jove ordain, 


CEASE, 


Since clowns as well can act the rake, 


© WiFi to breathe his native air 5 


Bled, who can unconcern'dly find, 
Hours, days, and years, ſlide ſoft away; "= 
In health of body, peace of mind, | 


2 al fro om tlie world, 


The ſteps are peril, toil, and care: 


„Eternal bliſs for tranſient ns 6 


gay ſeducers, * to take, 
In triumphs o'er the fair, 


* 


As thoſe in higher ſphere. Th 


Where * to ſhun.a ſhameful fates 
Shall hapleſs beauty 7 
n ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe. 


A p P Y then man whoſe with 904 care, 


A few paternal acres bound; 


In his own ground: 


Whoſe ts with milk, whoſe fields with 


bread, 
Whoſe flocks ſupply when with attire ; 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, 
In winter fire. 


Quiet by day. 


. Sound ſleep by night, ſtudy and eaſe 


Together mix'd, ſweet recreation, 
Aud Innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With maditation. 


| Thus leten me live, unſeen, 1 


Thus unlamented let me die; 
and not a wow 


Ten where I 


we. IT: 


$ 


With careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 


2 The tender chains of ſoft 


, And lovely Nancy ſtands contra, | 


| | The very thought of change 1 hare, 


= Vet, while the fair I love is kind, 


Tis true, the paſſion in m . 


N But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, „„ 


[Or looks with pleaſure on my pain; 


IM Y days 1550 been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little birds that fly, 


Were not as bleſs'd as I. 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 
Of mine increas'd their ſtream 
Or aſk the gentle gales, if cer : 
J lent a ſigh to them. | _ 


But now my former days retire, | 
And I'm by beauty caught; 
Lege 
Are fix'd upon my thought : . 
An eager hope within my breaſt, 
Does ev'ry doubt controul ; 
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The fav' rite of my ſoul. 


Ve nightingales, ye twiſting pines, : 
Ye ſwains that haunt the grove, | | 
Le gentle echoes, breezy winds, 
Ke cloſe retreats of love, 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign! 
O ! teach a young, unpractis d heart,” 
To make * ever mine. 
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As much as of deſpair, 
And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. | 


Is mix'd with ſoft diſtreſs 


1 cannot with it leſs. 


And flights my well-meant love; 


— 


8 | 1 he Worn remors 3 


Farewely 
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| Farewel, ye birds, ye Jonely pines, 
7 Adieu to groans and ſighs; | 
I'll leave my paſſion to the winds ; 
Love, ,unreturn'd, ſoon dies. 


And morning ftreaks the purple ky, 
I wake to love with jocund glee, 
To think on him who doats on me. 


When eve embrowns the verdant pore, 
ö And philomel laments her love; 
Each fie I breathe my love reveals, 
ö And tells the pangs my boſom feels. 5 


1 

With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey, | 
| The frolic birds in am'rous play; 
While fondeſt cares my heart employs. 
| Which flutters, leaps, and beats for; as 


TELL me, laſſes, have ye ſeen, 

Lately wand'ring o'er t the green, 

| Beauty's ſon, a little boy, | 
Full of frolic, mirth, and j yy ? 

| Full of frolic, &c. 

; 


If you know his ſhelter, ſay, 
He's from Venus gone aſtray: 
Tell me, laſſes, have ye ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the green ? 
Such a one, & 


By his markthe god you'll know i : 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, _ 
And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts: 
. { Tho” he's naked, little, blind, 
| He can triumph o'er the mind. 
Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


; Subtle as the light'ning's wound, 5 
Is his piercing 1 arrow Cl 
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Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie, 


The more that I 


Whilethe 1 heart it pains, £5 
No external mark remains: 

| Reaſon's ſhield itſelf is broke, 

I By the unſuſpeCted ſtroke. 


W HE N vapours o'er the meadows die, 


Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


Baſking in the ſunny eye; 


| Or his deſtin'd prey he ſeeks, 

| On the maiden's roſy cheeks ; 
I Snowy breaſts, or curlin hair, 
Il Oft conceal his pleaſing ſnare. 


Tell me, laſſes, &c. 


: She chat the receſs reveals, 

_ | Wherethe god himſelf conceals, 

_ | Shall a kiſs receive this night, 

| From him who is her heart's delight: 
| To Venus let her bring the boy, 


She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 


| | Tell me, laſſes, &c. 
- V E nymphs and ye W that] join i 


this throng, 


| Pray tarry a while, and attend to wy; ſong 4 
- | The ſtory, tho” ſim 
I hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


II went, t'other day, to a wake on the green, 


le, is true that 


And met with a laſs fair as beauty's gay queen; 


I aſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd no; 
And ſtruggled, and ne, and ut Pray 


let me go. 


11 tender cry'd, Phillis, don't be e 


But fill ſhe return'd, I'll cry out if your'e rude; 


cry'd 


let me 80. 
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tenz 


els'd her, the more ſhe 
— 7 9 And ſtruggled, 8 frown'd, and did, ray | : 


* Eo 5 n a, * 2 
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I found no intreaties would make her comply ; ; 


Th? 


Whenever Itouch'd her, *twas fye, Colin, f bye, | 
e, 


So I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wi 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


Je virgins that hear, learn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs ; 
Conceal fora time all the favours you can, 

F or that's the beſt wayto make ſure of your man. 


H OW bappy a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs, 

Who wou'd be no aner, nor fears to 
be leſs f-- - 

On his mill and himſelf he depends * upper 

Whichis better than ſervilely cringing at court. 

What tho' he all duſty and whiten'd does go, 


The more he's e the more like a 


beau: 
A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter. far, 


Than a courtier, &c. 


Tho his hands are ſo daub'd they” re not. fit 1 


to be ſeen, 
:T he hands of his betters are not very clean ; 5 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 
Goldin 3 will ſtick to the fingers like 
mea 


What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs, without ſcruple, from other men's 


ſacks ; 
In this a right noble example he brags, | 


Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 1 


Who borrow, &c. | 
Or ſhould he endeavour to EXE, an PHY 85 


In this too he'd mimic the tools of the ſtate, 


whoſe aim is alone their own coffers to fill; 
Aud all his concern ': to "IP Sriſt to his 
milk. | | 


4. 


1 ; 


[ He cats when, he's 3 he dripks wha 


he's dry, 


| And down when he's weary contented does : 


lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing : 
If fo happy a miller, than who'd be a Ning ? 


| If ſo happy, Kc. Bt 


THOMAS AND SALLY. 
THOMAS. 


| [ET fops pretend in flames to melt, 


Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, | 


And talk of pangs they never felt; 3 
1 ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 
And with my hand beſtow my heart. 


| SALLY. 
Let dice prudiſhly deny, 


| | Look cold, and give their thoughts the Tel 
I own the paſſion i in my breaſt, P 


And long to make my lover bleſt. 


THOMAS. 
For ahi he ſailor, on the maſt, 


| Endures the cold and cutting blaſt ; 
All dripping wet, wears out the night, 


And braves the „ of the fight. 


n 
For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 
| With throbbing heart, and ſtreaming eyes; ; 


[Till ſweet reverſe of joy ihe proves, 


And claſps the faithful lad the loves. ; 
D UK T. 


97 ve Britiſh youths, be brave, you l find 


The Britiſh virgins will be kind ; 


And they'll — you with its charms. 


Protect their beauty e alarms, 


DEF END my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 
| From am'rous looks and {miles ; 
And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, 
From love's deftrudtive wiles: 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears, 
_ Employ their moving art; 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray'rs; 
_ Fer triumph o'er my heart. 
My calm content and virtuous joys; 
ay envy ne'er moleſt ; | 
Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt : 
Yet may there ſuch a decent ſtate; ' 
Such unaffected pride, 
As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 
Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay  _ 
While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their ſouls awayr 
Far other dictates I purſue, 
(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) 
And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


HE ſoldier, tir'd of wars alarms, 
1 Forſwears the clan 
And ſcorns the fpear and ſhield : 
But if the brazen trumpets found, _ 
He burns with conqueſt to be crown'd, + 
And dares again the field. 


| W HERE ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter ? 

. In what ſecret grove or cave? 
8 and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young, the gay, the brave. 

Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 


” Still the longs, and Rill ſhe b urns 2 


of hoſtile arms, 


— 


Now they're purchas'd by the trader; 


| Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's archer; 


Wheretoc'er the damſel turns. 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty; 


. (If diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the ruthan's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: 


\ : 


Now commanded by the peer; 


Now ſome ſubtle mean in vader, 


Wins the heart, or gains the car. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamma's miſtake, 


4 Stinting flame by bating fuel, 
|. Always careful and awake, _. 
| Would you keep your pearls 


Weigh the licence, weigh the banns 5 


Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your Knots and fans. 


* 0 ME, Roſalind, ch, come and ſce; | 


What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee z 


| The flowr's in all their ſweets appear, 

The fields their gayeſt beauties wear; 

The fields their gayeſt beauties wear: 
The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 


Now warble out their ſongs of love; 


I Now warble out their ſongs of love: 
\ | For thee they ſing, and roſes blooms, 
| And Colin thee invites to come, 

| And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come, Roſalind, and Colin join; 
My tender flocks and all are thine: _ 


| | If love and Roſalind be near, 
|*'Tis May and pleaſure all the year; 
| Tis May and pleaſure all the year, - 


B 3 


from tramplers, 


Come 
55 


5 Such are the charms that fluſh the check, 


Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain: 


Can'ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain? 


Can' ſt thou my love or gifts diſdain ? 
Leave all behind, no lenger ſtay, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away, 
For Colin calls, then haſte away. 


WIEN "pan, deſcends, and ws ; the Felds 
In winter's bright array. - 


Touch'd by the ſun, the luſtre fades, 


And weeps itſelf away. 


When ſpring appears, When vi lets blow, 


And ſhed a rich perfume, 


How ſoon the kragrance breathes its laſt 


How ſhort-liv'd is the bloom ! 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer roſe, | 
Hangs wither'd ere *tis noon ; 


| We ſcarce enjoy the balmy g gift, 


But mourn the pleaſure g gone. 


With gilding fire the evening ſtar, 


Streaks the autumnal ſkies; 
Shook from its ſeat, it darts away, 
And in an inſtant dies. 


And ſparkle in the eye; 


So from the lively finith'd form | 


The tranſient graces fly. 
To this the ſeaſons as they roll, 
Their atteſtation bring; 


; * hey warm the fair; their ev” ry round, 


Confirms the tr uth I ſing. 


ORGIVE, ye fair, nor bei it wrong, ; 
B | 2 aught too much I do; | 


7 (Permit me, while I fing my ſong, 


J g give a leſſon too. „ 


DOORS ft A | *» . . 8 ; 
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Let modeſty, that heav'n- born maid, 
Your words and actions grace: 


Tis this, and only this, can add 
New luſtre to your face, 


'Tis this which paints the virgin check.Þ, 
Beyond the power of art; 


And ev'ry real bluſh beſpcaks 


The goodnets of the heart. 
This index of the virtuous mind, 

Your lovers will adore: 
Wo 's this will leave a charm bchind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 
Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 

With hice , behave; : 
And learn, by diſtance, to maintain, 

The power your beauty gave: 


1 For this, when beauty muſt decay, 


Vour empire will protect: 


| The wanton pleaſes for a day, 


Zut ne'er creates reſpect. ' 


With this, their filly jeſts reprove, 


When coxcombs dare intrude ; | 
Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude. 


| Yourcharms, when chezp, will ever pall, 


They fully with a touch; 
And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much. 


| Bur, patient, let each virtuous fair 


Expect the gen'rous youth, 
And bleſs'd with love and truth: 
For him alone, reſerve her hand, ; 
And wait the happy day, _ 
When he with juſtice can command, 


And me with } y obey. Ga 


IP 2 


Whom heav'n has doom'd her han to ſhare, 


2 


0 GREEDY Midas ! ; been told, 


1 7 1 


Fe o, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions rite, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. _ 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong ; 


| Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 


To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, - 

What are is notes, compar'd to thine.” 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 


That what you touch'd you turn'd to gold; ; 
O!] hadT but a pow'r like thine, _ 
I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to wife. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force, | 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their native regions burn. 


: Nor thould there any dare t approach, 8 


Unto my mantling ſparkling wine, 
But firſt ſhould pay their votes to me, 
. And ftile me only God of wine. 


T9, dear Am aryllis: young Strephon had long; 


Declar'd his fix d paſſion, and * 1 far. 


in ſong: 
He went, one May morning, to meet in the 
grove, 


n her own dear appointment, this goddeſs 3. 


of love: 


Mean time in his mind all her charms he ran 


o'er, 
And doated on cach- "Can a lover do more ? 


He waited, and waited ; then changing his 
Arai, 


Treas fury, and rage, and deſpair, and diſ- 


dain! 


light, 


And the Sls courſe of nature was alter; 


downright : 


|| Twas his hapleſs fortune to die and adore, 


But ncver to change--Can a lover do more? 


| Cleora, it happen'd, was by accident there; 


No roſe- bud 1o tempting, no lilly fo fair: 


He preſs'd her white hand---next her lips he 


eſſay'd; 


© | Nor would the deny him, ſo civil the maid : 


Her kindly compliance his peace did reſtore, 


| And dear Amar yllis--was thou ght of no more. 


ARK, hark, the joy inſpiring born, | 
Salutes the roſy riſing morn, | 
And echoes through the dale; 


With clam'rous peals the Pills reſound, | 
The hounds, quick ſcented, ſcow'rthe ground, 


And ſnuff the fragrant g gale. 


| Nor gates, nor hedges, can impede, : 
The briſk, high-mettled, ſtarting iced z 


The jovial pack purtue : 


Like light'ning darting o'cr the plains, 


The diſtant hills with ſpeed he ans 
And ſces the game in view. | 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 


| And tothe copſe for ſhelter makes, 


" There pants a hile for breath ; ; 


3 | _—_ 
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The ſun was commanded | to hide his dull | 


hen 


2 


2 


"I — 9 
a 


a4 


Cat nt bd g dre pm 


„ r 


A When nov: the noiſe Alaris her ear, 
Her haunt's deſcr'yd, her fate is ncar, 


T he houn 


PE $0 wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a der; 


E 


She ſers approaching death. 


Directed b . the well known breeze, | | 
s their trembling victim ſeize, |» 
She faints, the falls, ſhe dies: To 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 
Till echo rends the ſkies, 


the plains, 


And brightcas the {miles of the damſels and} | 


ſwains, 


As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 
And end all their toils with a dance and a 


ſong. 


fear; 
And when temyeſts rattle, and hurricanes! roar, 


Enjoy what they have, 2 ne' er languiſh for | 


more. 


Dear Chloe, from them le us learn to be wiſe, | 


And uſe every moment of life as it flies; 


Say youth is the ſpring- time, which all muſt 


improve, 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love. 
Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 


_ To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
' Whole frowns ſhall diſarm ev 'n Chloe sbright 
22 eye 


. Let friendſhip take place then of youth's | 


fiercer joy. 


0 WHEN I was a young one, what girl wat 


like me ? 


: 


} 


: Poſſeſs'd of the beauty that bleſſes the year, 1 
| Bleak winter's approach they bchold without 


I tattled, 1 ble, 1 hugs, and where'ee 
A fiddle was heard, - -to be ſure I was there. 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay; 
»Twas, This, Sir--and T0 Sir--but ſcarce 
cver Nay; = 


| And, Sundays, dreſs'd out in my Gilks and 


my lace, 


I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


At tx enty I got me a huſband, poor man ! 
: N O w pleaſure unbounded velit o'r 


Well reſt him--Wce all are as good as we can; 


And jealous--tho' truly Igave him ſome cauſe; 
He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me--but let me 

alone: 
Egad ! I've a tongue, and I peid him his own; | 
Ye wives take the hint, and when ſpouſe is 


_untow'r'd, : 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt 
But now I'm quite alter'd, the more to > my 

woc; | 


I'm not what 1 was forty ſummers ago: 

This tune's a fore foe; there's no unning 
ee nn, 

However, I keep up a pretty ad heart. 


| Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mums. 


| chance "LOTT 
I ſtill love a tune, though unable to dance : 
And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, | 
I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


| 81 K of the town, fair Delia flew 


Co contemplation's rural ſeat ; 
Adieu, ſhe cry'd, vain world, adieu i 


l Fools ny ſtudy to be e : 


Vet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 


2 


1 


The book, the lamp, the hermits cell, 


The moſs-grown roof, the matted floor 3 
All theſe ſhe had--'twas mighty well; 


But yet ſhe wanted ſomething e 


| Back to the buſy world again 


She ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 


Eaſe for daginary pain, 


Quiet of heart, and peace of mind: 


Gay ſcenes of grandeur ev'ry hour, | 


By turns her fickle fancy fill; 


The world ſeem'd all within her pow'r ; 


But yet ſhe wanted ſomething till. 


Cities and groves by turns were try 'd; 
Twas all, ye fair, an idle tale; 


Delia at length became a bride, 


A bride to Damon of the vale : 


0 Behold, at once the gloom was clear'd ; 


Damon was kind: and from that hour 


Rock place a paradiſe appear'd, 


And Delia wanted os} more. 


| Y O u NG Colin to our cottage came, 


And vow'd how much he lov'd; 
J own I felt a ſecret flame, 
Yet not his ſuit approv'd. 


8 thouſand tender tales he told, 


T1 ſeem'd to think untrue ; 


And made belicve my heart was cold. 


What cou'd a virgin do? 


And made belicve my heart was cold. 


What cou'd a virgin do ? 


7 The artleſs mind is ſoon impreſs'd | 


With thoughts before unknown : 


When Cupid wounds the female breaſt, 


He's ſure to keep his throne, 
In vain our fortitude we try, 
When love” s refoly'd to ſue ; | 


See bow the curious floriſt's 


| And, 


Tis hard thro' pity to bit 
What can a virgin do? 


The maxin, marry while your young, 


I think ſhall be my guide; 


| Tho? Colin's ſeems a flatt'ring tongue, 


Yet virtue is my pride. 
Shou'd Colin, when he woos again, 
Have Hymen's bands in view, 
I then ſhall with the ſprightly ſwain, 
Know what I've got to do. 


| THE Fragrant lilly of the vale, 


So elegantly fair, 


| Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, : 


To Chloe | compare. 


| What tho' on earth it lowly grows, 


And ftrives it head to hide, 
Its ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe, 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


: The coſtly tulip owes its hue 


Fo many a gaudy ſtain; 


In this we view the virgin White 


Of innocence remain, 
| hand 
Uprears its humble head; _ 

to preſerve the charming flow” r, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There, while it ſhedg its h eets around, 
Hoy ſhines each modeſt grace; 


h Enraptur'd, how its owner ſtands, | 


To view its lovely face. 


But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
The inf'rence of my tale; | 


May I the floriſt be, and thou | 


: lilly of the vale. FE : 
LOVE. 


ove brands tht alin 


In defence of my treaſure 


Without her's no pleaſure, 


And fear is a flying; 
When beauty's the prize, 
What mortal fears dying? 


I'll bleed at each vein ; 
For life is a pain. 


2 3 HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains 
with gold, 


= And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 


_ behold. 
da 


5 Ys 
And the horn's chearful ſummons rebulees 


our delay! *© 


can vie, 


low, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow the hounds in full cry, 


_ ſport, 


the court ; 


No care nor ambition our patience annov, 
But innocence ſtill gives it reſt to our joy. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Mankind are all hunters in various degree; Ex” 
. The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 
* "wy 


The doctor a patient, the courtier a place; 
Tho' often, like us, they? re flung out e wien 


| Yet, in ſpight of her airs, ſhe her wn pur» 


How the lark's auly matin proclaims the new 


While jocund we follow, follow, follow, | 
follow, follow, follow, follow, fol. | 


0 Let the drudge of the town make riches his 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of | 


(0 J 


refuſe, 


ſues. 


| With the ſports of the field, ke. . 
| Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and 


wealth; 


| All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſings of | 


health; 

With hounds and with hawks, thro' the wood- 
lands to roam; 
home. 


can vie, 


| While jocund we follow, follow, follow, 


With the ſports of the field there' s no pleaſure | 


follow, follow, follow, follow, fol- 


follow the hounds 1 in full cry. 


M v cautious s mother t ocker OY | 
Cry'd Polly mind me, do; 
I faw young Damon come this way, 
And fear he came to you ; 
You know he's gay and thought a rake, 
So never welcome make him. 


| Thus 1 get ſcolded for his ſaxe- 


I wiſh the deuce wou'd take him. 


{Tis true 11 met him in the grove, 


He gently grſp'd my hand, 
Than I cou'd underſtand.. 


— diſgrace, | But of ſuchtricks I'll break him; 
With the ſports of the field, ; „„ If he wont tell me what they mean, 
The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame; | "OM 2 fure _ . * 
5 * poet a Os the 2 a name; 


And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeeths to 


And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at 


With the ſports of che field there's no pleaſure 


low, follow, follow, follow, follow, 


Then ſigh'd, and talk'd more int of lore, - 


And who'd have thought that we were ſeen : 


. a — 5 
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And the brook, in return to his pain, 


A 


1 often feel my boſom glow, 
With warmth I never knew; 
If this be love that haunts me ſo, 
What can a virgin do? 
Indeed, for pipe, for dance, and ſong, 
»Gainſt ev'ry ſwain I'Il ſtake him; 


But if he tantalizes long, | 


* 


I hope the deuce will take him. 


The ſay from wedlock ſprings delight | 


Then let him ſpeak his mind; 
I've no objection to unite, 
With one ſo fond and kind. 
My mother, tho' too apt to pry, 

= - * To diſoblige I'm loth--- 
Howe'er I'll wed ; then all her cr 
Will be, deuce take em both. 


A ſhepherd forſaken was laid, 


And, whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 1 | ; 
| If while my hard fate I ſuſtain, 


A willow ſupported his head: 
The wind that blew over the plain, 
To his fighs with a figh did reply; 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas! filly ſwain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 

When firſt I beheld that fair face, 

_ ?'Pweere better by far I had dy'd: 

| Shetalk'd, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 

When ſhe ſmil'd, 'twas a pleaſure too great 

I liſten'd, and cry'd,. when the ſung, 

Was nightingale ever fo ſweet ! 

How fooliſh was I to believe, 


She could doat on fo lowly a clown 1 


Or that her fond heart would not grieve, 


"> .y ww... 


1 1 1 


| | To think that a beauty fo gay, 

| So kind and fo conſtant would prove: 

To go clad like our maidens in grey, 
And live in a cottage on love! 


What tho? I have ſkill to complain? 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd ? 


| What tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 


Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 


| Whatever I fuffer, forbear, 


d . | . If thro' the wide world I ſhould range, 
DESPAIRING beſide a clear ſtream, £ | Twas her's to be falſe, and to change 3 


1 Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
1 The laſt humble boon that I crave, _ 


And when ſhe looks down on m7 grave, 
| di Let her own that her ſhepherd was trug, 
Then to her new love let her go, nts 


Be fineſt at every fine ſhow, 


S Unleſs when beneath the pale moon, 


Tuotorſake che fine folks of the tows þ — | 


The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Colin ! thy hopes are in vain; 


Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſic is ſweeter than thine, 


And you my companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 


Forbear to accuſe the falſe maid: 
Tis in vain from my fortune to fly, 
Tis mine to be conſtant, and die. 

In her breaſt any pity-is found, : 
And ſee me laid tow in the ground; 


Ils to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew, 


And deck her in golden array, 


And frolic it all the long day ; | 
[While Colin, forgotton and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of, or ſeen, 


| His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 


US) 


6 bn AT OREN s my friend, my delight, 
| and my pride, 

1 always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide : 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever 1 go: 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no. 


At ev'ning oft-times, with what pleaſure ] ſee 
A note from her hand, * PI] be with you at 


«rep 19: 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her be- 
low |! 


But ſay not 'tis love, for I anſwer, No, 0. 


But ſay, &c. 


She ſings me a ſong, 454 I echo its s! 
Again, I cry, Jenny, ſweet Jenny, again; 


I Kiſs her ſu cet lips, as if there I could grow : 


But fay not ' tis love, for 1 iner TY no. 
But ſay, &c. | | | 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee; 
I chide her, and {wear ſhe's an angel to me: 
| My ſhoulder the taps, and ſill bids me think 


1 


Who knows but ſhe loves, tho! ſhe anfivers, 5 | 5 
. | | More pleaſing chan courts or a palace to me. 


Let the vain and the venal, to wedlock aſpire, 


| No, no. | 
Who knows, &c. 


From beauty and wit, and a humour, 
y how 1, 

; Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to 
| „ 

Thy . O for tune, make haſte to beſtow; | 

And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No. 
And tet me deferve her, or Rill In *. No. 


> REciTATIVE. . | 

| How, gentle was my Damon's air ! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair; 

His voice was like the nightingale's ; 

More ſweet t his breath than flow” ry vales . 


Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 


| How hard ſuch beauties to reſign? 
And yet that cruel taſk is mine. 
How ard, &c. 

AIR. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 

Along the margin of cach ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 

The hills, &c. 


From hill, from dale, each St is fled ; 

Groves, flocks, and fountains, pleaſe no more; 

Each flow'r in pity droops its head; 
All nature does my loſs deplore : 


All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain ; 


Yer Damon till I ſeek i in vain. 
All, all, &c. 5 


| W I TH the man that I love, was I aeftin'd : 


to dwell, | 
Ona mountain, a moor, in 2 cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would | 
be | 


To what folly eftcems, and the vulgar admire; 
1 yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are 
iac'd, 
Infenſible creatures ! *tis all they can dalle. 
OUN 8 Jam, and ſore afraid: | 


Would you hurt a harmleſs maid 2 
Lead an innocent aſtray - 


| Tempt me not, kind Sir, 1 pray. 


Men too often we beleive; 
And ſhou'd you my faith deceive, 


= ak my render heut wou'd n. 


LovE's. 


0 VE's a gentle gen” rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delights, | 


Which, with mutual inclination, | 


Two fond hearts in one. unites. 


What are titles, pomp, and riches, 
If compar'd with true content ? 


That falſe joy, which now bewitches, 


When obtain'd, we may repent. 


; Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation; 
Bur a chaſte and conſtant love, 
15 a glorious emulation 
Of the bliſsful ftate above. 


; W E RE I as poor as wretch can be, 


As great as any monarch, he, 


Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
I'd work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (I aſk not wealth, ) 
Grant me but innocence and health; 
Ah! what is grandeur, link'd to vice? 
Tis only virtue gives it price. 


T I'S a twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps | 


they are twain, 


Since Thyrſisneglected the nymphs of the plain 
And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay mea- | e 
V OUNG Molly, whs lives at the foot of 


dows along, 


To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a fong. © 
To hear a ſoft tale, or to ſing him a ſong. 


* hat at firſt was but friendſhip ſoon grew to 


Aa flame ; | 


In my heart it was love, in the youth *twas | 


the ſame: 
From each other our paſſion we ſought not | 
ta hide: 
But who ſhou'd love moſt was our comteſ 
and aged 


* But vio, Kc. 


5 Cel 


| But Prudence ſoon wiſper'd us, Lore not 


too well, 


For Envy has ey es, and a tongue that will 


tell; 


And a flame, without fortune's rich gifts on 


its fade, 


The grave ones will ſcorn, and a mother 
muſt chide,” | | 


| The grave, &c, 


Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbars;” 


| And we promis'd to think of each other no 


more, 


| Or totarry with patience, a ſeaſon morekind; = 


So I put the dear 1 quite out of = | 
- Wind. 


l So 1 put, Kc. 
| But love breaks the fences T vainly had made, 


Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be re- 


1 nh 
If we ſigh for each other, ah ! ! quit not your 


- care : 
Condemn the god Cupid ; but bleſs the fond 


Yair 


| Condemn the god Cupid; but bleſs the fond | 


pair. 


the hill, 


| And whoſe fame ev ry virgin with envy does 


fill, 


Of beauty is bleſs” d with ſo ample a ere, 


That men call her che laſs with the delicate 
alr. 


One ev 'ning, laß Mas, 7 when I cravers'd the | 
In thoughtleſs retirement, not dreaming of 
love, | | 


AJ To hail the god of light and heat; 


1 


I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare; 
And really 3 7 molt Wee air. 
By a murmuring brook, by a green moſſy bed, 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair one was laid: 
Surpriz'd and tranſported, I could not forbear, 

With raptures to gaze on her delicate air, 
That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart : 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid 
| Was my care, 11 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. 
When ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, and com- 
n 
And begg'd of all things that I would not 
. intrude: . . 


But laid all the blame on her delicate air: 
Said her heart was the prize which I ſought. to 
15 obtain, VVV 
And hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond 
EN. TTT... . pray PE et PIT 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, 
But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air. 
A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit ; 
But ſtill the tormentor affects to be mute: 
Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer'd 
2 fair, | 


How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


WHEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 

And dew-drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 

When ſky-larks tun'd their carols ſweet, 

Philander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 
 Crying-- Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valentine! 


And near forgot that his deſign, 


8 


| Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 


Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again: 
He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phoebus into Thetis' lap, 


Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd---I am undone ! 
Philander, charming youth, be gone! 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, _ 
Make virtue, not your love, appear : 
No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes; 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe;) 


Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 
And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, - 
To join two virtuous hearts. in one : 


The ſweet effects of mutual love; 
And, from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſs'd the day of Valentine. 


'T 


Philip's warlike fon ; 

„ In awful ſtate, 
The godlike hero ſate, 

On his imperial throne; _ 

His valiant peers were plac'd angund, 

Their brows with roſes and 
bound; 5 . 

So ſhould deſert in arms be crown'd. 
The lovely Thais by his ſide, | 
Sate, like a blooming eaſtern bride, 


i 


To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, : 


ENS COT | . And be my faithful Valentine, 
ſwer” : Il how 'E gy 5 | 
I anſwer'd, I cou'd not tell how I came there | The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 


Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 


WAS at the royal feaſt for Perſia won, 
* Aloft, 


with myrtles | 


* 


In flow'r of youth and beauty's pride. 


In vain did the cowſlip 


* | His 


(5). 


Aix. 
Ha haves happy pair; 
F None but the brave deſerves the fair, 
; 1 HUS 1 ſtand, like a Turk, with my 
1 doxies around 


From all ſides their glances his paſſion con- 
found; 


For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy 


burns; 


a And the different dene ſubdue him by F 


turns : 


Each calls forth her charms to provoke his | 


dehres : 


Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 


But think of this maxim, and put off all for- 
row, 


The wretch of to-day may be happy to- mor- 
| I In ſearch of my fair one; then nothing re· | 


row. 


But Wien of this maxim, ; be. | 
y 01 UNG Phillis one morning 2 maying 
would go; 


1 When ſaunt' ring among the ſweet meads to 
" = and fro, 


Nor daiſies nor daffodils gave her delight: 
Her heart with the throbbings of paſſion did 
move : 


Each bird on the ſpray 9 have told her fs 


*twas love. 


At length ſhe grew weary, and fat by a brook, 

Where Strephon, the ſhepherd, was baiting 
| his hook : 

Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her com: 

plain; 


The fwain had led many a lat to the 


heart was inflam'd to allay her oft pain; 15 


grove, 
And he (wicked rogue !) —__ that Thillis | 


wou'd love. 


Howe'er, as her mind was by innocence dreſs'd, | 
Twas prom that fair virtue was lodg'd in her 
reaſt : 
er beauty was much, buther modeſty more; 
WO perceiv'd, and began to a- 
ore; 
He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove, 
And Phillis conſented to make him her love, 


 CORYDON AND PHOEBE, 


| CorvpoN. 1 
WELL met, deareſt Phœbe, x ! why i in 
-:. ue haſte? --- ; 

The woods and the theadows all Jay babe 1 


trac'd, 


mains, 


ms | But ſhe to reward the for all my paſt pains, | 


— 


. PROEBE. 


Why how now, bold Corydon, what 46508 
mean? 


| Should a damſel like me, juſt turn'd of nies 
her fair 3 invite, 


teen, 
Re ſeen all alone with a man? I'm itraid, 
The world would ſoon think 1 me no longer a 


1. | | 
___ CorvyDoN, 
Ler- em think as they pleaſe, *rwill prove all 
a lie, 


You are not alone, for chaſte Cynthis is by; 
She'll judge of our actions, then drive 019) 
care, 
No harm is intended to FROG , I ſwear. 
. | 955 PHOEBE 


1 0 1 


phokßk. 


No, no, ſubtle ſwain, you may ſay what you 
Will, 


Kneel, lie, ſwear, and flatter, and try all | 


your ſkill; 
Before I'll be cozen'd, I'd have you to know, 
P'll die firſt a virgin, fo pray let me go. 


CORYDON. 


| Why Phoebe, ſuch ee 1 ne'er had 1 in | 


8 my head, 
I meant but to know if to-morrow you'd wed ; 


But ſince you won't hear me I bid you adieu, | 


| d other that's Kinder than 
And find out ſome | The merchant the tradeſman, we need not be 


you . ; . N 
PHOEBE. 15 


| Return, gentle ſhepherd, a few moments ſtay, | 
Pl] venture to yield, if you mean as you ſay ; 
Let to-morrow then come, at t church you ſhall | 


find, 


| That ſhe you think cruel, vet Nil my be | 


kind. 
Bore: 


moon; 


And when thy bright face ſhall appear in the | 
I too am a grinder : 


| Ys 
| With rapture we'll haſten the dear nuptial tye. 


"HER E's 1 enough, Sirs, of ev | 


degree, 
From jewel- deck'd great to low poverty; 5 


Whatever the ſtation, it ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel goes round, to wind: in the | 


Pence. 


MNIaſter-grinders enough a at the helm you | 


may find, 


Tho' I'm but a journeyman---Knives S: 


grind. 


Whatever the ſtateſman may think of himſelf, 


He turns fortune's wheel in purſuit of the 


If; 


PE 
He grinds back and edge, Sirs, his ends to 


obtain, 


And his POP ey ſtarve ſo he pockets the 


Maſter-gr rinders 1 . 


The rich grind the poor, is a faying of old ; 
told: 


Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chr iſtian 1 you 


be, 
There's cinder of all ſorts, of ev'r y degree, 
Maſter-grinders, &c. 


The patriot, with zcal animated, declares 


The curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the ftate- 


players; 


„5 OL | . - He i is a ſtaunch grinder, to ſome tis well 
Oh Phcebus ! vouchſafe to accept of our boon,, 
Make haſte to expel the pale e | 


known, 


And they're mightily gall'a by the grit of Rs | 


ſtone. 


M.aſter-grinders, Kc. 


e 
J am but in taſte ſince T copy the great: 


To be, Sirs, N PI tell you my 


mind, 


Tis for what I can get, makes me willing 


to grind. 


Maſter-grinders enough at the helm you 


will find, 


. 


what, what, Sirs of 


T ho I'm but a journeyman---Kniv es to 
EO WHEN 


2 " «4 3 —— a 1 1 * 
* r 
* 
wr 


{wp lae's a ſimple ruſtic laß, 
I rov'd without conſtraint, 
f I A . was all my looking- glaſs, 
And health my only paint. 
The charms I boaſt, alas! how few, 
I gave to nature's care; 
Ass vice ne'er ſpoil'd theit᷑ native hue, 
ol They could not want repair. | 


HO” till fo young, ind a0. 7 
F Yet ſweethearts I have plenty ; 
And if more forward I had been; 

3 Ere this they had been twent 
- Like buzzing flies or wafps wick} ſtings, 
I In ſwarms they hover round me; 
1 I bruſh away thoſe humming things, 
They have no pow'r to wound me. 

1 ſurely am not much to blame, 


To ſport with one and t'other ; 
My lovers raiſe no redd'ning ſhame, 


- Z ?Tis playing with one's brother. 
IzJElike to hear what each can ſay, 

1 To ſee what they'd be doing ; | | 
And when they think me moſt their Preys 4 
is I m fartheſt off from ruin. 
PWbhat tho' in crowgs I paſs the day, 

'F And all my joy is teazing; 


To one alone I'd not be gay, 
7 Leaſt one ſhou'd be too pleaſing. 
They fondly flutter here and there, 


And take their idle ſtation; 
* hey only catch my eye and ear, 
8 3 but raiſe no palpitation. 


Then welcome Harry, Tom and Phill, 
E: Your numbers wont alarm me; 

to $ or truſt me, I'm in ſafety till ; 

en * one can bann me. 


1 71 
Then to this folly, aymphe, be kind 


- — — 


N Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſnade, 


I Tell me, ye gentle n 


. K find and charm the wand'rer home? 


Oh! whither, whither muſt 


Coquetting's but a ſeaſon; 


| When older grown, to one reſign'd, 


I'll yield to love and reaſon; 


DAWN of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair; 


A 


If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 


Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night; 


My tender grief remove: 


| Oh ! ſend ſome chearing 3 of light, 
0 


And guide me to my love. 


The penſive Cœlia mourn'd, 


I While courteous echo lent her aid, 


And ſigh for ſigh return d. 


| When; ſudden; Damon's well known. a6 


Each riſing fear diſarms, 


[He eager ſprings to her embrace, 
| She ſinks into his arms. 


| BALMY feces ever ir flowing, 


From her dropping lip diſtills; 


Flowers on her cheeks are blowing; 


And her voice with mukc thrills. 


| ze hyrs o'er the ſpices flying, 


afting ſweets from ev'ry tree, 


| | Sick/ning ſenſe with odours clo . 


Breathe not half ſo ſweet as 


1 SEEK my ſhepherd gone DN TD 


He left our cot the other day : 

phs and Graing, 

ough your plains F 
roam, 


Paſs'd the dear rebel t 


C3 "Ow g 


And when he tun 'd his ſyren voice, 


cn. 


Sports he upon the haven green? 

Or joys he in the mountain ene 
Leads he his flocks along the mcad ? 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 
Oh! teach a wretched nymph the w ay, 
To find her lover gone aftray. 


To paint, ye maids. my truant fwain---- 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mein; 

Adonis was not half ſo fair; 

And when he talks, *tis heawn.to hear ! 
But oh! the ſoothing poiton ſhun : 

To liſten, is to be undone. 


He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flame ; 
To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame ; 


Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 


Who gave my heart an eaſy prize; j 


Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 
Nut ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 


He counted once his greateſt bliſs; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 


And pant and die for his return. 


Oh! whither, wither ſhall I rove, 


"gun to And wy and ing love. 


A 1 EL in "the a the fleet was moor a, 


The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 


; When black-ey'd Suſan came on board, 


— 
/ 


Oh! where ſhall 1 my true-love find? | 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William fails among your crew. 


William, who, high upon the yard, 


Rock” qd by the billows to and fro, 
Sgon as her well-known voice he heard, 
'He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below; 


The cord flies ſwiftly thro? his glowing kajds; 


2 And quick: as gh * deck he Rands, 


4 


| The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to thee. i 


| Yes, ves, believe them when they tell the ſo, b 
If to fair India- s coaſt we ſail, 
Thy breath is Afric's {picy gale; 


| Thus ev'ry beautcous object that I view, 1 
| Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


L“eſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye ö 
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„3 IT 
22 We? 5 $03 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd. in air, | 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, 

And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, = 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet 4 
O Suſan! Suſan! lovely dear; 1 
My vows ſhail ever true remain 
Let me wipe off that failing tear ; 
We. only part to meet again. . 
Change as ye liſt, ve winds, 1 my heart ſhall be 


bl 
* 
* 


Pclicve not what the landmen ſay, 
V ho tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 
1 he y'] tell thee failors, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 


For thou art preſent whereſoe' er 1 Fa 


Thine eyes are ſeen in di monds bright; ; 


bs hy ſkin is ivory fo wiute : 


| Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn z 
Tho' cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 
William ſhall to his dear return : p 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me ay, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board); 
The» kiſs'd, the figh'd, he hung his head: 
Her lefs'ning boat unwilling. rows to land; 
Adieu! ſhe 7 and. Way 9 her herlily hand, 


* 


DAMON AND FLORE] LA. 
Damon. 


| 9 A 8 T, my 1826 thine eyes WT 


See he ſportive lambkins play; 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
All in honour of the May : 


. Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
4 Liften to the voice of love. 


FLORELLA. 


Damon, thou Faſt found me long, 


Liſt ning to the Locking tale; 
And thy loft, perſuaſive ſong, 


Often held me in the dale: 
Take, O Damon, while I live, 


All that virtue ought to give, 
| DAMON. 


Not the verdure of the grove; 


Not the garden's faireſt flow'r ; 


Nor the meads where lovers rove, 


Tempted by the vernal hour; 


Can delight thy Damon's eye, 
= Florella 1 is not by. 


FLORELLA. 


Not the water's gentle fall, 


By the bank with poplars crown'd ; 


Not" the feather'd ſongſters all, 


Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 


Can delight Florella's car, 
If her Damon i 1s not Near, 


 BoTH, 


Let us love, and let us live, 


Like the chearful ſeaſon gay : 


Baniſh- care, and let us give 


Tribute to the As 0k May : 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 


_ Liſten to the voice of love. 


L 191] 
| IR SOLV'D, as her poet, of Celia to gag 


The clouds of mild evening array'd 3 in pale 


Let methoughr they look” ſomerliing like 


|| This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 


7 Be her perſon's dear emblem : but where ſhall 


. - 


To flowers ſoft blooming compar'd the Hreet 


But flowers, "tho? blooming, at ev'ning may 


For the ſun ſets at night, and the breezes 


While the ſun-beams behind them pep d. 


Theſe benuties are tranſient ; but Celia's will | 


For ſenſe and good- humour no ſeaſon Giftes 2 i | 
| And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens hercharms. 


| Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance 7 
| 1 then thought the muſes had ſmil'd on my 


f In nature, « beauty chat equals "_ ind 2 


For emblems of 3 1 ſearch d thro? 
the ſpring; 


-maid ; 


fade. 

Of, ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to 
write, 

Of breezes fo calm, and of ſunſhine fobright ; 

But theſe with my fair no reſemhiance will 
hold, 


grow cold. 2120 19 1 


blue, 


glittering through, 
Tho? to rival her charms they can neyer ariſe, 


Cclia's ſweet, eyes. 


laſt, 


: When. ſpring, and when ſummer, and au- 4 1 


tumn are paſt ; 


At length on a fruit-tree a bloſſom I found, 
around : 
pray'r: 


Theſe colours ſo gay, and united ſo well, 
This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell, 


J find, 


* 


Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
__ Your faithful Tom's return'd again: 


| Theo! dee $06igit dere 3; 


call, 


Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards 


fal 3 | : ER 
But behind it the fruit, its facceſfor, ſhall 
riſe, | | 


By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 
80 Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſorn, is 


o'er, 


more; 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her 


prime, | 


Whenher merit is ripen'd by love and by time. 


B EHOL D, from many a hoſtile ſhore, 


And all the dangers of the main, 


Returns, and with him brings a heart, 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. © 
After long toils and troubles paſt, 

How ſweet to tread our native ſoil ! 


Wich conqueſts to return at taft, 
And deck our ſweethearts with the ſpoil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 


But fuch as dare its rights defend. 


| H O W hard is my fate, 
How deſp'rate my ſtate, 
When honour and virtue excite; 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, | 
Contented to ble 
The objeft in whom I delight. 


Pet amidſt all the woes 


My ſoul undergoes, 


e [5201] 
Thie bloſſom, now-pleaſing; at ſummet's phy | 


I'll ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of my pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


(OF, come, my goed ſhepherds, "<br 
| flocks we muſt ſhear ; 
In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 
free; | Eo | 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy as we? 
We harbour no paſſions b luxury taught? 
We practice no arts with hypocriſy fraught ; 
What we think in our hearts you may read in 
our eyes, „ 


Auiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
I But we all the children of nature are bred; 
| By her hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace 


in the breaſt , © | 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 


Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door; 


We ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the 


Poor. : 


| When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we re- 


veal; 


| Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions 


we feel; 


| So harmleſs and _—_— we ſport and we play, 


And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. | 


| | The happieſt of folks are the uileleſs and 
By her virtues improv'd, thall engage me the | 


For, knowing no falſhood, we need no dif- 


I 


17 O0 1 a giddy l ring youth, 
F rom fair to fair I rov'd; 

To ev 'ry nymph I vow'd my truth, 
Tho' all aitke 1 lov'd: 

Vet, when the joy I with'd was SPY 
My truth appear'd a jeſt : 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 

3 That conſtancy 1s beſt. 

That conſtancy | is beſt, 


> Like other fools, at female wiles 
1 Twas my delight to rail; 
Their fghs, their vows, their tears, their 
1 ſmiles, 
3 Were falſe, I thought, and frail ; 5 
But by reflection's bright'ning power, | 
Il ſee their worth confeſs'd; 
2 That man cannot enough adore, 
That conſtancy 1s beſt, 
That, &c. 


—ĩ The roving heart a at beauty's ſight, 
75 N May glow with fond defire; 
Vet, tho' poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawlets fre: 
But love's celeſtial faithful flames, 
j Still catch from breaſt to breaſt, 
While ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims 
That conſtancy 1 is beſt. | 
That, K. 


No ſolid bliſs from change reſults, 
* No real raptures flow ; 
But, fix'd to one, the foul exults, 
And taſtes of heav' n below. 


bo 
60 0 
7 
* 


1 | | 
F With love, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
y, I «s truth's fair form impreſs d; 

y. And reaſon dictates to mankind 

5 4 That conftancy is beſt. 

09 I That conſtancy i 18 beſts 


IE 


The balm to ſoften'ev'ry care, 


Then e*er the hours of fondneſs hy 


OW dall d the Nabu, d bear, N | 
Declare the bliſs it feels ? 


Which mutual love reveals? 
When prudence joins the gentle tie, 
In vain will ſorrows prove; 
And ev'ry ſpark of grief will fly © 
Before the breath of love. 2 
Before the Breath of %. 


The rake, with fancied wit, may? rail 
At joys he cannot taſte; 

But mutual love can never fail; 
With life its bliſs doth laft : 


11 


k 
2 


Your gen'rous partner find, 


And fe ck (though worldly views oppoſe) 
The union of the mind. 


M Y banks are all furniſh'd with bers, 
* Whole murmur invites one to ſleep; . 


7. 


| My grotroes are thaded with trees, 


5 
And my hills are white over with ſheep ': 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs , + 
Such health do my fountains beſtow z ot 
M y fountains are border'd with moſs, _ 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


Where the hare-bells and violets grow. to 


| I have found. out a gift for my fairy 


lIlhave found where the wood-pigeons breed 3 
But let me that plunder forbear ; 


| Shell ay twas a barbarous deed;  * 
| For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, — 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young, 
I lo d her the more when I heard 
Sach tenderneſs fall from her bangus. 
Such tenderneſs, &c. 2 


[ 2+ ] 


But where ass 44 Phyllida fray ? 7 
And where are her grots and her bowr's ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as Anat þ as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the E of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 
But their love i is not equal to mine. : 
women and wine, there 1s nothing 
in life, 
That bribe honeſt ſouls to endure it; 
When the heart is perplex'd, and ſurrounded 
with care, 
Dear women and wine only cure it. 


| Come on, then, my boys, we'll have women 


; SAVE. 


and wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them; 
: He's a fool that refuſes ſuch bleſſings divine, 


_ Whilft vigour and health can enjoy them. 


- Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and found, my 
dear Jack, 
To heighten our am*rous fires ; 


Our girls young and found, and mall kiſs | 


with a ſmack, 
a gratify all our r deſires. 


JOCKEY anpD JENNY. 
JENNY. 


STERN winter has left us, the trees are 
in bloom, 
Andcowſlips and vi'lets the TEE Oats perfume, 
While e are diſporting, and birds fill the 
Be pray 
I wait for my Jockey to hail the new May. 


For Jenny's no longer the queen of the! 


Jockey. 


| Among the young lilies, my Jenny, I've | 


ſtray'd ; 
Pinks, daifies, and woodbines, i bring to 
my maid ; 


Here's thyme ſweetly ſmelling, and lavender | 


| Say, 
A poſy to form for my queen of the Ma ;- 


A poſy t to form, &c. 
_ JENNY. 


Ah! Jockey, I fear you intend to 8 2 
When ſeated with Molly laſt night on a ſtile, 1 
You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor Jenny, your queen of the wy. 1 
Forgetting poor Jenny, &c. K 
Young Willy is handſome, in ſhepherds * 7 
dreſs'd; 4 
He gave you thoſe ribbands that hang at your 
5 4 
Beſides three fweet kiſſes upon the new hay; 
Was that Bas like Jenny, my "mu of the *| 

Ma E 
Was that one like Jenny, &c. 


JENNY, 


This garland of roſes no longer! get. 
Since Jockey, falſe - hearted, his paſſion denies : | 
Ve flowers ſo blooming, this inſtant decay, 
ay. | 


For Jenny's no longer, &c. 


Jockkx. 


Believe me dear maiden your lover you wrong; 
Vour name is for ever the theme of my ſong: 
From the dews of pale eve to the dawning of 9 

day, 3 


8 for my Jockey te to hail the new May. 


TI fng but of Jenny, dc. 


y 
I fing but of Jenny, my queen of the May. 
| JENNY | 


e 1 | 
„ 


7 ay, 14 


21 1 
reen 5 | 


your : 


Yay * : 
j the | 


rong 3 | 
ſong : | 


ing of 


May. 


JENNY |} 


* That Jenny, &c. 


JENNY. 
Again balmy comfort with. tranſport W 


true: 


Then to our blithe ſhepherds the news T'l1 | 


convey, 
That E you've crown'd queen of | 
| the 1 8 | 


| Jockey. 


ot ev ry degree, ye young lovers, tas near ; 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whatc'er may appear: 


| betray : 

Then come, my dear Jenny, and hail the 
new May. 

Ten come, my dear, Kc. 


5 Bork. | | 
3 1 Of ev ry degree, ye young lovers, 45 near; 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear: 


Believe not your eyes, if your peace. they'd 


betray: 
| Then come, my dear Jockey, and hail the 
new May. 


| Then come, my dear Jenny, and bail the | 


NICs © | 


25. 


new May. 


T HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, | 
And flies abroad. for food, | 
Returns impatient through the ky, 

To nurſe the callow brood : 

e tender mother knows no joy, 

But bodes a. thouſand harms, 

and ſickens for the darling boy, 

While abſent from her arms. 


Puch fondnefs, with . impatience: join a, 
1 My faithful boſom ns; 


= 


y fears are all vaniſh'd, ſince Jockey is | 


1) 


Believe not your eyes, if your. peace they'd : 


1 


| W HAT ſadneſs reigns c over the dia! 1 
| Ho droo 


F 


Since Damon has wander 6 away. 


I At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 


But now ev'ry feaſt in the year, 


Ah why did he venture from home, 


1 Or take * 1. terrible arms. 


' 
F 


Now ford t to Jae my fair behind, | 
The queen of my deſires. 

The powers of verſe too languid prove, | 
All ſimilies are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain, 


The ſamt with fervent zeal inſpir d, 
For heav'n and joys divine, | 
The faint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine. 
I take what liberty I dare, 
*T were impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The . I adore, 


the ſweet flow'rets 3 
How penſive _ nymph and each ſwain! 
How ſilent each muſical ſound ! 5 
No more the ſoft lute in the bowr's, 
Beguiles the cool ev'nings away; 
Sad ſiglis meaſure out the . hours, 


1 
3 


Oh! he was our village's pride, 
This change from his abſence is ſeen ; 
Tas he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the green: 


How jovial and frolic were we! 


Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


To mix among hoſtile alarms ? 
No juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 


t % 


| Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life, and of limb; 
The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where'er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the daugerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh ! give him to Celia again; 
My true love in fafcty reſtore; 
I'll ceaſe on his breaſt to complain; | 
From By arms he all wander no more. 


| GAYS Plato, Why mould! man be van? 
Since bounteous heav'n has made him great; 
Why laoketh he with infolent diſdain, 
n thoſe undeck*d with wealth or ſtate ?. 
Can ſplendid robes, or beds of down, 
Or coſtly gems that deck the fair, 
Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health or eaſe the brow of care ? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty, die; 

| The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

In duſt, without diſtinction, lie! 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles bore ; 

The wealth and glory they poſſels'd, 
And all their honours, are no more. 


So glides the meteor through the ſky, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
But, when its ſhort-liv 0 beauties die, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 
So tis with us, my jovial fouls : 
Let friendſhip reign white here we ſtay : 


. When Jove us | calls we e muſt away. 


YE fair married > FETs who 10 often de- 
plore, 

That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 

No more, no more, is a lover no more 

Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 

That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has 
caught. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite 
guittar; 


5 Though therc's muſic in both, they are both 


apt to jar; 
How tuncful and ſoft FOR 2 delicate touch ! 


| Not handled too gy s nor * on too 


much. 


The linnct and dere will feed from your | 


hand, 


Grow fond by your kindneſs, and come at | 


command; 


| Exert with your huſband the ſame bas Kill; 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to 


your will. 


| Be gay and good- humoured, complying and | 


kind ; 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
your mind; 


'Tis there that the wife may her conqueſt i uns | 


rove, 
And Hy men wall rivit the bebe of love. 


W INE, wine is alone the briſk fountain of 


of mirth, 


Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has ; 


birth: 


| What mortal's fo happy as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine? | 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Let's crown our joys with flowing bow 4—.— Then a 0 my boy 5 * us * : 


ce to 


un- 


uin of 


bine, 
vine? 
ew, 
urſue. I 


T3 


Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the 


crown, 


And we and to them fair, till we fairly fall Ag 


down ; 
At acts of repeal we diſdain to repine, 
Nor grude any tax but the tax on our wine. 
To Gs far, to Bacchus, our tribute is due, 


1 hen glaſs after glaſs, my . let us FOR 


ſue. 


His worſhip, ſo grave, here may revel and 
roar ; 


The lawyer ſpeak truth who ne'er ſpoke ſo 
before; 


The vic here ſtrip off his priefihood's dif" 
uiſe 
And C loe” 's ſcorn'd lover get drunk and 
grow wiſe 
The huſband may learn 1 to combat the 
ſhrew ; 


So glals after glaſs my boys , let us purſue, ; 


A DIE V ye groves, ndiev- ye plaim, | 
* All nature mourning lies; 

Sce gloomy clouds, and thickening rains, 
Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies : 

Sec from afar th' impending ſtorm 
With ſullen haſte appear ; 

See winter comes, a dreary form, 
To rule the falling year. 


Io more the lambs with m bound, 5 
at has 


Rejoice the gladden'd light; 
No ee the gay enamell'd ground, 
2 ſcenes delight : EEE 
Thus ZEPHALINDA, much lov'd maid, - 
Thy carly charms ſhall fail; * 
he roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And winter r food n prevail. | 


A ain the lark, ſweet bird of May, 
ay rife on active wing; 

ain the ſportive herds may play, 

05 hail reviving ſpring: _ 


| But youth, my fair, ſees no return; 8 


The pleaſing bubble's o'er ; 


| In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, _ 


They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then, dear girl, that time e 
Which art can ne' er regain, 

| In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain : 

So ſhall life's foring” like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ſerene; _ Es 

Tho! Summer, Autumn, glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 


y oU fay, at your feet that T wopt in 
And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair: 


How could you believe all the nonſenſe [ 


ſpoke? 


| What know we of angels —1 meant it in 


joke. 


I next ſtand indicted for firearing to le, | 
And nothing but death ſhould my pallion re- 


move : 


| Thave lik'd you a rwelyemonth, a calondar- 


year ; 


And not yet contented Have conſeience, 


my dear. 


T HE 2 all tell as I'm falſe to my | 
laſs, 


8 That J quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 


glaſs; 


| But to vou men of reaſon my reaſon's III on; 


And if vou don' t 188 thera, why--let them 
| aloue. | 
Altho' 


ES | [6] 


Altho' J have left her, the truth T'll declare: 
1 belicve ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhie was 
fair : 


But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
That make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt on- 

But tuo? the could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe 
could frown : 

But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 

Did you e'er ſee a 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt 1 in their prime; 3 
Yet lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time: 


But in wine, from its age ſuch a benefit flows, | | 


That we like it the better, the 01der it grows. 


| They tell me, my love would in time have 


been cloy'd, 
And 1 beau ut) 's inſipid when once tis en- 
Rut in xine 1 both time and enjoyment defy ; 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 


Let murders, and battles, : 


But in drinking, thank heav'n, no rival con- 
tends; 


For the more we love. liquor, the more wel 


arc friends. 


She too. might have poifor” dthe 0% of my, life, 
1 ith nurles, and ba 1d ins d 
1 autres; an qual ing, IN 


115 1 : 
But my wine neither nurſes nor babies can 
| briug; 3 
And a big-belly'd bottle's a mighty good 
thing. qa 


We : ſhorten our days W hen W ith love we en- 


| gage; 


It brings on di iſeaXes, and hallen 1s old age: 
: s 


a ixrown in a bumper of wine! : 


b 
and hiſtory prove, 
The milchicte that wait upon rivals in love: 


But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, 
And keep out t'other leg, when. there's one 
in the grave. 


Perhaps, like her ſex, ever falſe to theirword, 

She has left me, to get an eſtate, or a lord: 

But my bumper (regarding not title or pelf,), 

Will Rong, by me when I can't ſtand by my - 
- hel 


Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain; 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain: 


N L 


2.85 
Should you doubt what 1 Ys] , take deere 
and try. 


W HEN Phoebus the tops of the hills does 
adorn, | 

| How feet is the ſound of the echoing horn 4 

Whentheantling ftag is rouz'd with the found, 


Erecting his ears, nimbly ſweepe Oer the 


ground, 
And thinks he hasleft us behind on the plain 
But fill we purſue, and now come in view of 
the glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And winged with fear, he redoubles his peed : 
But, oh 1 tis in vain that he flies, 
That his cyes- loſe the huntſman, his. cars 
"oe o the crifs 2 
For nowhis Hrength fails him, he hav fi 


lar rounded he dies. 


warmed ; 


' 


For in wine, mighty Wile, many comforts I 


Aud he punts tilt with well- ſcented hounds h 


P 


* 
* 
* 


* II IS cola flinty heart it is you who have 1 


Lou waken'd my paſlions, my ſenſes have | I 
If | charm d; | 


You | 


ain; 
s 1 


. 


does 
rn 
ind, 
the 
ain: 
w of 
eed: 
ears 
*RY 


unds 


have 


have 


vou 


{a 
is 
75 
* 
mi 
CF» 
Ly 


E 


You waken'd: my paſſions, my ſenſes have 
charm'd; 5 | 

In vain againſt merit and Cymon I trove ; 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 
love ? 

Sweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 
love ? 


The froſt nips the buds, and the roſe cannot 


blow ; 
From the youth that is fr oft-nip'd no rapture 
can flow: 
Elvfium to him but a deſert will prove: 
What's life without pation, {weet FR of 
| love? | 


Swe at paſſion, &c. 


The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon 
©, be gay, 

Her birds and her flow rets Wille blitheſome 
ſweet May. 


Love 'blefles the cottage, and fings through 


n 


the grove, 


What's life without paſſion, finer paſſion of 


love. 
Sweet Fo &c. 


T | ſhade, 


Voung Damon came whiſtling along, 
I trembled--1 bluſh'd--apoor ianocent maid ! 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue. 


Silly heart, I cry'd fie | What a flutter is ; here F 


Young Damon deſigns vou no ill; 


The ſhepherds ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 


Then pr'ythee, fond urchin, lie fill. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my 
feet, 
ore kiſs he demanded----No more! . 


| 


0 T H ER 7 as I far in «the ſy camore| 


| Who paus'd on my cafe, and each circum- 


Af that'sall, auoth reaſon, return as you came; 


When the ſun blazes herce, to the ſycamore 


At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he taxes, 


There $ ſomething o ſweet in the buſtle it | 


But urg'd the ſoft. preſſure with ardour ſo 
ſwe cet, f 
I could not beerudgs him a ſcore. 


My lambkins Pe kifs'd and no change ever 
found, 


Many times as we play'd on the hill : 


But Damon's dear lips made my heart gallop 
round, 


Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


ſhade, 
For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; | 
And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there. 


My heart may rebound if it will ; 


makes, 


III die ere 1 bid i it lie ſtill. 


AIR Hebe 1 left with a cautious Aeg, 8 


F. To ' ſcape from her charms, and! to drown | 
em in wine R 


1 try'd it, but found, when J came to depart, 


The wine in my head, and till love in my 
heart. | | | 


I repair'd ro my reaſon, intreated her aid, 


ſtance w eigh'd ; 


Then gravely pronoune'd, in return to my 
praycr, 


That Hebe was faireſt of all that was s fair, = 

That's a truth, reply'd l, I've no Wed to be | 
| tauglit; 

came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 


To find fault * ich Hebe W ould forfeit my name. 
9 5 | What | 
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Ill | . To roared a faithful heart. 
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What 145 chen, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While, like light” ning, ſhe darts thro' each 

5 throbbing vein? _ 

My ſenſes ſupriz'd, in her favour took arms, 

And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


broad ; 

To horſe, my brave boys, and away ! 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
|  Upbraids our too tedious delay. 

What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox ! 
O''er hills, and o'er valleys, he flies: 
Then follow--we'll ſoon overtake him--huzza! 
I be traitor is ſeiz'd on, and dies. 


Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay; 
How ſwect with a bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day! 


e 
Dull wildom all happineſs ſours : | 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the way over with flowers. : 


PID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs. lover's pu; 


Juſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 
Who the body would enthr al ; 


| Tyrants of more cruel kind, 


_ Thoſe who would enſlave the mind, 
_ Cupid, god of, &c. | 


What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt. 
Jappy I in humble ſtate! 
Catch, ye fools, the glitt' ring bait, | 
9 — On) god of, &C, 


1 


F HE echoing horn calls the ſportſmen a- 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 


| By ſome will ing miſtake to diſcover her love! 


With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune | 


| How delightful embraces ! how bee her 
| Sure. there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to 
[Tis taught us on carth, and by all things 
| : And to beauty's bright ftandard all heroes 


For tis beauty that conquers and keeps the 


con 


t 1 


. WT 3 
1 F love's a ſweet paſhon how can it torment?) Þ 
If bitter, O tell me whence comes my con- ' 
tent! 5 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould I * 
complain ? | 11 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know 'tis in 0 
vain ? 11 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, fo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles 11 
my heart. 15 
I graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing 1 
| down, 8 
And by paſſionate ſilence I make my love 
| known : , 


But, oh! how I'm bleſs'd han ſo kind ſhe 1 


does prove, 


When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her 
ame 

And our eyes tell each other what neither | 

| dare name! 


How pleaſing is beauty ! how Greet. are the 
charms | 


arms | 
love ; 
above : 
muſt yield; 
fair field. 


E rouze, brother ſportſmen, the hun - 
ters all cry, | 


3 | We' ve. got a good ſcent and a a . ky; - 


The 


jer 

\er 
he 
ner 
to 
ngs 
OCs 


the 


un » 


The 
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early ſong, 

Will chide the dull nn for ſleeping ſo 

| long, 

Bright Phoebus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of 
his face, 

Peep'd in at our windows, and call'd to the 
chace ; 

He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 


And makes the fields bluſh with the beams 
olf his ray. 


sweet Molly may teaze you, d to lie 


down; 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps the may Howe 
But tell her, that love mutt to hunting give 
lace; 


F I as her charm th harms |, 
Or, as we as her c ar 8, there are charm Or bribing elections, in hopes to be great; 


in the chace. 
Look yonder, look yonder, old | Reyyard | 1 


ſpy; 
At his bruſh a follows briſk Chanter and 
Fly ; 


=} hey ſeize on their prey; ſec his eye- balls 


they roll: 
We're in at the death now ler 5 home to 
bowl. 


There we'll fill up « our glaſſes and toaſt 1 to |. 


the king : 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring : 


To George, peace and glory, may Heaven 


diſ penſe, 


And foxhunters flouriſh a . thouſand years 5 


hence. 


IN a plain pleaſant cottage, conveniently 


| 


neat, 
ith a mill and ſome meadows-=(a freehold 
 eltats). 4 


L 29 J 


The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's 81A well meaning miller by labour fupplies, 


| Thoſe bleſſings that Nature to grand oncs de- 


Mies | 

No paſlions to plague him, no cares to tor- 
ment; 

His conſtant companions are health and con- 
tent: 

Their lordſhips, in lace, may take note, if 
they will, 


For he's honeſt-=-tho' daub'd with the duſt | 


of his mill, 


Ere the lark's early carol ſalutes hy new day, 
He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May, 
He chearfully whiſtles, Tegardleſs of care, 


Or ſings the laſt ballad he bought at the fair: 


While courtiers are toil di in the cobwebs of 
IE | 


No fraud, nor ambition, his boſom does fill, 


Contented he works if there's griſt forhis mill. 


On ſunday, bedeck'd in his home · ſpun array, 
At churc "be* s the loudeſt to chant, or to 
| hat 


Sits down to a dinner of lain Engliſh food; 


And, tho' ſimple the pudding, his e $ 
good: 
At night, when the prieſt and exciſeman are 
gone, 


| He Cal at the alehouſa with Roger and John To 


Then returns to his ee and dreams oſ * . 
== 

No monarch's more bleſs'd than the man | 
of the mill | 


[ OVELY nymph, aſlwwage my anguiſh + ; 


| At your feet a tender ſwain | 
Prays 40 will not let him languiſh q 
LY One kind look would eaſe his — ET 


* : 8 e l N 
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And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love 


Did vou know the lad who courts you, 

He no: jong need ſue in vain; 

Prince of ſong, of dance and ſports---you 
Scarce will meet his like again. 


"NE glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 
En vonder hill, and paints the ſkies ; ; 
The jJark his warbling matin ſings ; 
Each flow'r in all its beauty ſprings ; 
The village up, the ſhepherd tries 
His pipe, and to the woodland hies. 
Ch! that on the enamell'd green, 
My Delia, lovely maid, were ſcen, 
Freſher than the roſcs bloom, 
gweeter than the mcads perfume. 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſighs away, 
To Delia's car the tender notes convey : 
As ſome lone turtle his loſt love deplores, 


And with ſhrillechoes fills the founding ſhores, 


So I, like him, abandon'd and forlorn, | 
With ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn, 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along: 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 


Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 


Nor ſhow'rs to larks, nor ſunſhine to the bec, 


Are half ſo pleaſing as thy ſight to me. 


| Tf purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks 


that had ſtray'd, 
One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; 


But, alas ! after all my refearches were IV | 


I perceiv'd that my labour was vain, 


| At length ins hopeleſs my lambs to re- 


ſtore, 
1 reſoly” fy to return back again; 3 


9 11” 


It was uſcleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them : 


more, P * 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 


On this my return, pretty Phœbe I ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain ; ; 


To ſolicit a kiſs, I approach'd her with awe, 


But the told me my labour was vain. 


But, Phoebe, I cried, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain: 


vere, 
Voung Colin, your labour's in vain. 


Then 1 cagerly claſp'd her quite cole to my 
5 breaſt, 


5 And kiſs'd her, and kiss her again: : 
O Colin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 


That your labour ſhall till be in vain. 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, 


Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain; 


She now has conſcnted to make me -her ſpouſe, 
| Sono longer I labour in vain. 


M Y temples with cluſters of grapes Son en- 


tw ine, 


And barter all] joy for a goblet of w ine; 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 


| But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 
| Yetwhy this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 


'Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 
For what mighty charms can be found | 


in a 
win, - 

If not 1 d to the health of f ſome farourizs 
aſs ? 


['Tis woman whoſe charms e ev ry rapture im- 


part 
And lend a new " ſpring to the pulſe of the "Th 
The 


: She reply'd, with a frown, and an aſpect ſe- 


teſt 
Ws, 
uſe, 


Fr 


r? 
alr; 
in a 


Jurite 


(= im- 


cart : 


The 


[ 31 1 


The OY himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 


Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up her 
bead, 
And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her 
ſhed ; 
While Age, in an extacy, hobbling along, 
Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her 
ſong. 


+ Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 


The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the 
board ; 

T'1l fill up a brimmer and drink to the fair ; 

'Tis the thirſt of a lover, and edge 1 me who 
dare. 


N © W the happy knot is ty'd, 
Betſey 1s my charming bride ! 

Ring the bells, and fill the bowl, 

Revel all without controul; _ 


Revel all without controul ; ofa Wes 


Who ſo fair as lovely Bet? 
Who fo bleſt as Cone a 
Who ſo, &c. 


Now adieu to maiden arts, | 
Angling for unguarded hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting joys, 
Liſping wanton girls and boys; 
Girls, as fair as lovely Bet, 
Boys, as ſweet as Colinet. 


Though ripe ſheaves of yellow corn, 
Now my pleateous barn adorn ; 5 05 
Though I've deck'd my myrtle bowr's, 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt flow rs; 
Riper, fairer, fester A 
* the charms of F lovely” Bet! 


| Jove, knowing the carth on poor 


3 r From his ſhoulders commanded th balls Bid: 
0 Satin ie rar Gare | 


Though on Sundays I was ſeen, | 
Dreſs'd like any May-day queen 
Though fix ſweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betſy's love; 

Them I quit without regret ; 

All my joy's in Colinet. , 


Strike up then the ruſtic = ; 
Crown with ſports our bridal mo 3 


| May cach lad a miſtreſs find, 


Like my Betſy, fair and kind; 
And each laſs a huſband get, 
Fond and true as Colinet. 


Ring the bells, and fill the oe $1 


Revel all without controul ; 


May the ſun ne*er riſe or ſer, | 


But with joy to happy Bet, 


| | And her faithful Colinet. 
| QNCE thegods of the Greeks at ambrofal ] 


feaſt, 


Large bowls of rich neftar were quaſfing ;\ 3 


Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt ; 
Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


| | On each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 


So none could his jokes diſapprove ; 


He ſang, reparteed, and ſome {mart tories | 


. N 
And at laſt thus began upon Jore,;: 


ire! Atlas, who long has the univerſe 


_—_ bore, 2 
Grows grievouſly tir'd of late; 


_ | He ſays that mankind are much worſe than $4 


than before, 
So he begs to be eas'd of their weight? : 


_ hurl/d, 


Gare his aaugbier Arciultion the charge of 
r world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the 

globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was w 'Orth ; 

Likea di'mond, the whole with an arnoſphere 
bound, 

And ſhe variouſly planted the earth. 

With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; 

France and Spain the taught vineyards to 

„ ea 

What ſuited eh e on each clune ſhe be- 

ſtow'd, 
And Freedom ſhe found Rouriſh'd here. 


As guardians to cheriſh the root: 
The bloſſoms of liberty *gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit. 
Thus fed, and thus bred, from a e ſo 
rare 
O preſerve it as free as was s giv 'n! 


4:4 15 


5 We will while we've breath ay, we'll 


graſp it in death, _ 
T hen return it untainted to Heav'n. 


DEARE ST Kitty, kind and fair, 

| Tell me when, and tell me where, 
Tell thy fond and faithful fwain,” 
When we thus ſhall meet again ? 
When ſhall Strephon fondly ſee, . 
Beauties only found in thee? , 
EKiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and Plays 
All che happy live long day. ? 

Deareſt Kitty] kind and fair, 


Tell me when, and tell me where! > | 


All the happy day, tis true, 
* but oaly when with you; 3 


| 


Nightly strephon ſings alone, 
Sighs till Hymen makes us one, * 


| Tell me then, and caſe my pain, 


Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 


| When the prieſt ſhall Kindly join 


Kitty's trembling hand to mine? 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair, 
Tell me when------ I care not where, 


BY my ſighs you may diſcover, 


What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart : 


* can ſpeak, and tell the lover 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


5 Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, _ | 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove ; ; 


Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this ile, Bur ris hard, are en en 


| When we truly, fondly love. 


* o'er the cruel tyrant, love, 


A conqueſt I believ'd; 


The flatt'ring error ceaſe to prey 


O! Jet me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create; 


What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The w: kneſs of! my heart, 


T Which, ah! I feel too much inclin'd 


'To take 4 traitor” s part. 


* Y former time, how briſk and gay! 
So blithe was Jas blithe could be; 


But now I'm fad, al! well- a- day; 1 25 


For my true e is gone to ſea. 


: The lads purſue, I ſtrive to hun; 33 


heir „. wheeding arts are loft on me; 


*24 
\*%.. 


For 1, to death, ſhall love but YER 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea, 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 


As mourns the dove its abſent ſhe ; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


LE T not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge "of mine by thy ſott beads 
Nor, with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrow's on th' oppreſs'd. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove : 

Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
For'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 


I I, alas ! at once have loſt. 


For 


zther, brother, lover, friend. 


Let not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove: 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Vote d by Os rack'd by love. 


— 


] 0 R various rb ferven the fan! 
As thus---a decent blind, 
Between the ſticks to peep at man,” 
Nor yet betray your mind. 


ach action has a meaning plain, 
Reſentment's in the ſnap; 

\ flirt expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, | 
Conſent a e . 


Ta) 


| 


To ma 


And to advantage ſweet] 


5 Her very eyes can cheat; when woſt ſhe ©. ial 
i A 
She tricks us of our — wichour hearts. hr , 


All paſſions will the fan Aiſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, | 
ſhews 


The hand, 1 eart. 


'not the 


| Tis folly's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 


By love's caprictous boy, 


| Who knows how lightly all mankind 
+ Are a 'd by a toy. 


| T HE lark's ſhrill note SEE EM the meth. | 


The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 


The yellow harveſt, free from {| etl, 

| Rewards the happy farmer's toil; 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the fail, 
3 fer which he tells the jorund tale. | 


o | W 1 TH Delia ever - could I 4% 


Admire, adore her all the ſtay; 


In the ſame field our flocks we'll feed, 
| To the ſame ſpring our heifers lead. 


What ; joy where peace and love combine, 
e our days unclouded ſhine! 


| Teach me, ye muſes, ev'ry art, + 
| More deeply to engage her heart; 


I ſtrive not to reſiſt my flame; 
I glory in a captive's name; 


Nor would I, if I could, be free, 
| But boaſt my loſs of liberty. 5 


F T7: IS woman hs Gainers all e 1 N 
By her we firſt were taught the wheede : 


he arts : 


For 


my — — — 
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Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms; 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
And beauty mon be fce'd into our arms. 


am a young maid, 
That's ſorely afrald - 
I ſhall die one, tho' now woman grown ; 
Take pity, ye {wains, | 
On one who complains 
She is - weary of lying alone. 


When ſcarce ten years old, 
I oft have been told 
Buy my playmates, in ſtra diſmal tone 
Of tefrifle ſprites, "ge 
That haunt the dark nights, 

; Makes me fearful of lying alone. 


Then here I now ſtand, 

And ready my hang 

| To beſtow on the youth who ſhall © own 
e willing for life, 

To make me his wife, 

: That I may not lie longer alone. 


But let it ſuffice, = 
I fomewhat am nice, 
| Then the marks of my choice L Sil make 
e Known :-- | 

Unleſs I can find 
The lad to wy mind, oF 
1 had rather by half lie alone. 


The haughty and vain, 
Alike 1 deldain, | 
The per? fool and inſenſible drone ; 
The brave and the wiſe, 
Are virtues I prize, 
And ſhall temps me from lying alone, | 


L 34 
For hw; like ado; by night v we roam for : 


And when on.ce „ 
Of him I like beſt, 


| I'd not envy Queen es her throne ; ; 


But cheerfully join, 
At love's purple ſhrine - 
Make amends for my lying alone. 


| GU RE Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 


That e'er gave ſhepherd glee ; 


1 Not May-day, in its morning dreſs, 5 


Is half fo fair as ſhe: | 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore ; 


. | Ye bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 


Yowd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Hybla's hill, 
Where bees their honey ſip, 


I bid ye but know the fveers that dwell | 


On Sally's love-taught lip : 


a But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful ſwains, 


The ripe temptation {hun ; 


| Or elſe like me you'll wear her chains, 


Like me you'll be undone. 


| Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, 


And lark-like hail'd the morn ; 


More ſportive than the kid I kept, | 2 


I wanton'd o'er the lawn : 
To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver; 

Yet ere the parting kiſs was cold, 

J laugh'd at love and her. 


| But now the gloomy grove I ſeek, 


Where love-lorn ſhepherds thay: 


| There to the winds my grief I ſpeak, 


And ſigh my foul away: 


| 8 but deſpair my fancy p paints, + 


0 dawn of * It.. 


| For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, | 


And aughs at love and me. 5 


Since theſe my poor neglected lambs, : 


SO late my only care, 
Have loſt their tender fleecy dams, 
And ftray'd I know not where : 
Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat; 
My lambkins loft, . adieu! 
No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. | 


WITH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, ; 


For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
For life without theſe, &c. 
Each helping the other in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my foul. 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 


I never ſhall alter my conduct for them; 


I care not how much they my meaſures decline; 


Let 'em have their own humour, and I. will 
have mine. 


prove; 


'Tis the fpring-ride of life, nd is fuel of | 


love; 


And Venus ne'er look'd with a file ſo divine, | 


As when Mars bound his head with a branch Stout reynard we'll follow until that he die; q 


from the vine. 


ben come, my dear charmer, thou nymph 
half divine, 3 
irſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me 
with wine; 
hen giving and taking, in n! return, 
| he rerch of our loves thall eternally burn. 


„ 85 
But ſhould'ſt thou my paſſion for wine diſap- 


: TAE TR 
a 

The thruſh Metodlelz drowns the ruſtic note, 

Loud fings the blackbird thro” reſpunding ü 


I Pl w varant 15 


| Wins: prudently us'd, will our ſenſes im - * Each earth ſee he tries at 


4 | 


| And the lark ſoars to meet the rifng fun. 


prove, | 
My bumper Pl quitto bebleſs'd with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle LI break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


RECITATIVE. 
ploughman hails the bluſk- 0 


wn, 


roves, 


Alan. ih, 
Away, to the w_ lead away; APW! by 


hews us ſome play; HE 
See yonder he {kulks thro” the - 606 h 

Then {pur your briſk courſers, and „ 

| 'em, my bloods, 5 

as delicate ſcent - Aying morn: 

What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 


Betwixt echo, the 31225 the n 


ain, 


In cover no ſafety can findʒ 
So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at a diſtance behind. 


O'cr rocks, and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 


All hazard and danger we ſcorn ; 


Chear up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce cree 
All parch'd from 
tongue; 

His ſpeed can no longer 


en 
Nor his cunning his l e can prolong: 5 
. From | 


s.thro' the dale, 
. mouth e his 


1 + 


From our  faunch and fleet pack 'twas in vain | No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, ' 


that he fled, That lurk beneath the deep, 
See his bruſh falls bemir'd folorn; -4 To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
The farmers with pleaſure * behold him bis And leave the maid to weep. 
dead, | Thus melanchol 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn. 1* N Mo Bine dear, 


Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 


RECITATIVE. | Each billow with a tear : 
T WA S when the ſeas were roaring, | When o'erthe white waves ſtooping, 
e With hollow blaſts of wind, I. His floating corpſe ſhe 'ſpy'd ;, | 
A damſel lay deploring, Then like a lily drooping, 

All on a rock reclin'd; _ 1 She bow'd her head- and dy'd. | 
Wide o'er the foaming 6 5 | 

___ She caſt a wiſhful look; | 1 7 E chearful virgins, have ye ſeen, 
Her head was crown'd with willows, _ My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 1 

* trembled o'er the brook. | Toroſeor jeſs'mine bow'r ? 

Alix. | | || Where docs ſhe ſeek the woodbine ſhade? 8 
| 5 5 For ſure ye know the blooming maid, _ 7 
5 Tw elve months are gone and over, | Sweet as the May-born flowr. | 8 


And | di | 
| Why frog — 1 | Her cheeks are like the maiden OY | 


Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas > I ͤJoin'd with the lilly as it blows, . 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled Seen, | | Where each in ſweetneſs vie: 5 \ 


And let my lover reſt; |] Like dew -drops glift'ning in the morn, 


Ah! what's thy troubled motion, | I When Phoebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 8 N 
To that within my breaſt ? 8 Health (parkles-i in her cye. 28 — 11. 
The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, = Her ſong; is like the linnet's lay, | 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; | [Tha w arbles chearful on the ſprays | 
But what's the loſs of treaſure . To hail the vernal beam: 
Io the lofing of my dear? | Her heart is blyther than her ſong, | 
Should you ſome coat be laid on, IAer paiſions gently move along, 2 N 
Where gold and di'monds grow, $ | Like the ſmooth glicing ſtr ms; 
You'd find . * | 
But =— eee WI 11 AT beaureous ſcenexenchant my ſight! 
5 © ow clo ely F onder vine | | 
| mow. 1 . |] Does round that elm's ſupporting height MW 
Her wanton ringlets twine! e Th 


Why then, beneath the water, 5 
Do hideous rocks remain? | F- | Tb A 


That elm 68 more a barren ſhade) 
Is with her cluſters crown'd; _ 

And that fair vine, without his aid, 

Had crept along the ground, 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 
Connubial joys to prove; 

Vet mark what age and care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on love: 

Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 


The youthful god that rules the year, ot: 


And keeps thy groves from harms. 


While ſome with ſhort-liv'd paſſion glow, | 
His love remains the ſame; _ | 
On him alone thy heart heſtow, 
And erown his conſtant flame: 
So ſhall no froſt :s untimely power 
Deform the blooming ſpring; 
So ſhall thy trees, from blaſts ſecure, 
Their wonted tribute bring. 


VA IN is beauty” s gaudy flow'r, 
Pageant of an idle hour ; 
Born juſt to bloom and fade : 
Nor leſs weak, leſs vain than it, 
Is the pride of human wit ; 


The ſhadow of a ſhade. © 
-*& CANTAT- A. 
RECITATIVE. 


E AR a thick grove, whoſe deep PR | 
bow'ring ſhade, | 
Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made. | 
A 2 ſtream with gentle murmur flows, 


ght! 


Whoſe flow? ry banks are form'd for ſoft re- 


Hh Thithe oor? retir'd, from Phœbus- s ſultry ray, 
That Aud ws in leer, fair Iphigenia lay. 


E 


Cymon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ſtumping to the neighb'ring 
gtove; f 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought: 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid. 
He gap'd-- he ftar'd--herlovely form furvey'd ; 
And while inſpiring love inform'd his tongue, 


| Thus he "ROWS her, as he ſoftly ſung : 


AIR. | 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, | 


| Whoſe glaſly boſom ſliews the ſky, 


Completes the rural ſeene; 


| Burt in thy boſom, charming maid, 


All Heav*n, itſelf, is ſure A 1 
Too lovely Iphigene! _ 


"-RECITATIVE....: 


She wakes, and ſtarts--poor Cymon trem- 


bling ſtands, 


| Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands 2 


Bright excellence! ſaid he, diſpel all fear; 
Where honour' s preſent, ſure nodanger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh, Cymon ! | if 'tis you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain; 


'{ Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again, 


The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 


But thus, with extacy, purſu'd his yg 


| ATR» | 
Thy; jetty locks. that, Sire break 


In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring mein; | 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, inchant me lo, 
I die 10 Iphigene. es 
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A Fee | 1 met, who came ripping i that 


[El 


Amaz'd, ſne liſtens, nor can trace from whence | 
The former clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe :. [ 


She gazes--finds him comely, tall, and ſtrait, 


And thinks he might improve his auk ard gait; 

Bids him be ſecret, and next day attend, | 

At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 

Thus, mighty love cou'd teach a clown to 
plead ; 


And Nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed. 
Ai. | 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate the human ſoul : 
Depriv'd of that, dur wretched ſtate, 
Had made our lives of too much date:? 
But bleſs'd with beauty, and with love, 
We taſte what angels do above. | 


M ** Dolly was the faireſt thing, 
| Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſing 4 


And if for ſummer you would ſeek, 


Twas painted in her eye and cheek : 


Her ſwelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type; 
But when my tender tail I told, 

J found he heart, like winter, cold. 


way; 


I was going to fair all ſo bony and gay. 


He aſk'd me to let him go with me there; 


Do harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, BY 


{ivear ; 
Wo buy you a fairing to put! in your hair. 85 


Vou've a good way to go, it is more than 1 


mile; 
We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to von 
ſtile: 
| I've a ſtory to tell, that wall charm you the 
while. 
To go with him farther I did not much care; 
But ſtill I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare; 
For I dream'd of a fairing to come from the 
fair. 


To make me more oo; he faid all he could ; 
I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; 


| For P d not for the world, he ſhould dare to 


be rude 


| | Young Roger had promis'd, and baulk⸗ d me 


laſt year; | 
If he ſhould do ſo, would go no e ee 
Tho' I long'd e'er ſo much for a gift trom 
the fair. 


When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be 
ſaid no; 


grow ; 


5 (Take care how that way with 2 1 ſhepherd 


you 80. 


5 Confounded I ran, when I found out his 


ſnare; 


| I No ribbon, 1 cry'd, from ſuch hands will I 
= A SI went o'er the meadows, no matter the 


wear, 


| Nor go, w hile I live, for a gift to the fair, 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam, | 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
| To wanton with the winding ſtream, 


And Kiſs rellected A : 


Ile preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he wou'd 3 


t * 


To courts be gone 1 heart- oatking fleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 

Whilſt I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant E 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 


The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 


The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 


And rouſe yon noddiny grove, 
Till new-wak' d birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 


Art her approach the lark miſtakes, 


And quits the new-dreſs'd green: 
Fond birds, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 


Where elves diſportive play, 


The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 


Or fing their love-tun'd lay, 
Till May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 


The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 


« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


CO? ME, Chloe , and give me ſweet kiſſes, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave ; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſes, | 
Doft aſk me how many I'd have? 
I am not to be ſtinted in pleaſure ; 
Then, pr'ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For, ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers Pl ne'er be confin' d. 


| | 


The wretch that can number his 


Count the bees that on 1 kybla are playing; 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the felds 3 ; 


And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 


| Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 


Go number the ſands on the ſhore ; 


| And when ſo ma ay kiſſes you've given, 


I till thall be a 


ing for more. 


| Toa heart full of love let me hold thee, 


A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine 
In my arms let me ever infold thee, | 
And circle the round like a vine. 


What joy can be greater than this is ? 


My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent : 
Kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content. 


: 1 TOLD my nymph, I told her true, 


My fields were ſmall, my flocks were few 
While fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 


| That Flavia might not prove ſincere, 
[Oft crops deſtroy d b 


vernal cold, 
that left my fold, 


And vagrant wp i 
yet bore to hear; 


Of theſe the hear 


And was not Flavia then fincere. 
How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 


1 he friends I lov'd became unkind ; 


Bo. She heai'd, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 


And is not Flavia then ſincere? 


| How, if the deign'd my love to bleſs, 


My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs:  _ 
This too ſhe hear'd, and ſinil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſhure mult be ſincere. 

Go ſhear Pony flocks, ye jovial ſwains ; 
Go reap the plenty of your. plains : | 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, 


Tp ot 


| L L know my Flavia' s love's lincere. 


Sa.” „ As 


Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 


[4] 


A CANTATA, 
RECITATIVE. 


A* 8 rink'ring Tom thro! ſtreets his trade did [- 


cry, 
He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing py; = 
In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was 
plac'd, 
With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt : 


Tom with uplifted hands th' occaſion bleſs'd, 


And thus, in — ſtrains, the maid ad- 
| drels'd. | 
AIR. 
0 Sylvia, while you drive your cart, | 
To pick up duſt, you ſteal our hearts, 
Lou take u duſt, and ſteal our hearts: 
'That mine 1s gone, alas! is true, | 
And dwells among the duſt with you, 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain ; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again ; 3 
_ Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
_ Give me my heart, you ſtole, again, 


RECITATIVE. 


5 Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exulting roll'd her ſparkling eyes about; 
She heav'd herfwclling breaſt, as black as floe, | 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below : 
To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, 
And then, reſoly'd to 88 ſhe oy 'd, Stop, 
| 4 Joh 8. | 


Alk. 


Shall L, 4 ride above the 1. 
he by a paltry crowd oppreſt? 
Ambition now uh ſoul does fire; 

a 


The youths hall n . and admire ; 5 N 


„ 


M 


Take this, he « oY 


And ev ry 113 with anxious heart, 
Shall long to ride in my duſt- cart. 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart, 45 
Shall long to ride in my duſt- cart. £ 

C ng E : Roger and Nell, come Simkin and 


Each 1 with his laſs hither come, 


With finging and dancing, in pleaſure ad- ; 


vancing, | 
BG celebrate harveſt home: 
_?Tis Ceres bids play, and keep belly, 


To celebrate harveſt home, harveſt home, 


To celebrate harveſt home. 


= Our labour 1s o'er, our barns in full ſtore 


Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land; 


rake, 
His cann and his laſs 1 in his hand. 
For Ceres, &c. = | 


| No courtier can be ſo happy as we, : 


In innocence, paſtime, and mirth, 


ſpouſe, 
And rejoice o'er the fruits of the earth, 


__Tocelebrateharveſthome, harveſt home, 
Io celebrate harveſt home, 


ORE bright the ſun began to dawn, 
The merry birds to ſing, | 


| And flow'rets dappled o'er the en, 
| In all the pride of ſpring, 

| When for a wreath young Damon firay'd, 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 
'd, my deareſt maid, 
o, aye, 8 who d have 
gy) . | 


And who, 


Let each man then take, for his provig and his 


While thus we carouſe with our ſweeaheart or 


When Ceres bids play and keep holiday, 


7170.7. Lone 


2200 Cr 


YT 


ve 


I bluſh'd, the preſent to receive, 
And thank'd him o'er and o'er ; 
When ſoft he ſigh'd, bright fair, forgive, 
I muſt have ſomething more : 
One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me bet : 
So earneſtly he ſought it, | 
I let him take it I proteſt, < 
And who----, aye, who'd have thought it ? 


A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain ; 


A ſecret flame ſoon touch'd my heart, 


And fluſh'd thro? ev'ry vein : 

'Twas love inſpir'd the pleaſing change ; 
From his my boſom caught it; 

Twas ſtrange indeed, twas palling ſtrange, 
And who----, aye, who'd have thought it ? 


Hark ! Hyman calls, the ſhepherd cry'd;. 
Let us, my dear, comply: 
We inſtant went, with Love our guide, = 
And bound the nuptial tie : 2 
And ever fince that happy day, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 
We fondly kiſs, and ſport, and play, 
And who, who, aye, aye, who'd: have 
thought it? | 


LET me wander” not unſeen, | 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green; 
There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land ; 
And the milk maid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets 15 ſcythe; 
And ey? ry ſhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks ſound 

To many a youth and many a maid, 
Dancing 1 in the _ * 


75 


| How much unlike that gracełul mein 


I) 


| I'd take young Donald without trews, 


| O my bonny, Kc. 

| Over Benty hill with him I'll run, 

| Frac winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
1O my bonny, ' 

IA painted room, and fiken bed, 


JO the bonny, &c. 


1 Few compliments between: us 8 ; 
: And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 


10 my bonny, &c, 


485 


are PR 


TH 8 lawtiad: lads think they 
ain and idly gawdy ! 


But O they” re v 


And manly looks of my highland laddie 1 
O my bonny bonay highland laddie, ” 
My handſome, char ming h ighland laddie ! 
May heaven ſtill guard, "and Love reward, 
Our law landlaſs, and her highland ladies 


If I were free at will to chu 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 


With bonnet blue, and —— Plaidy. 
O the bonny, Cc. 


The braweſt dead! in e town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 


Compar'd to him, he's but a clown: 
He's finer far in's Tartan Fa 


And leave my lawland kin and dady; 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland Pa 


May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady : 
But I can kiſs, and be has glad, 
Behind a buſh in's W . 


I ca' him my dear highland laddie; 
Syne rows me. in beneath buy 


E 3 


T4 1 


THE new-flown birds the ſhepherds ſing, 
And welcome 1 in the May ; 
Come, Paftorelia, now the ſpring 
Makes ev'ry landſcape gav : 
 Wide- -ſpreading trees their leafy lade | 
Oi''er balf the plain extend, 
Or, in reflecting fountains play'd, 
Their quiy' ring branches bend. 
Or, in reffecting fountains play'd, 
Their quiv'ring branches bend. 


Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 

And bleſs the rifing year! 

Oh! how my foul grows ſick of time, 
Pill thou, my love, appcar! 

Then ſhall 1 paſs the gladſome day, 
Warm in tay beauty” s ſhine, © 
When thy dear flock ſhall feed and play, 

And intermix with mine. 


When thy dear flock, &c. 


For thee, of doves a milk- white pair 
In ſilken bands I hold; 
For thee, a firſtling lambkin fair 
I I keep within the fold: . 
If milk-white doves acceptance mcet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, | 
My ſpotleſs hcart, without deceit, 
Be offer'd up with theſe. | 
My ſpotleſs heart, without decit, 
25 Be ofler” d op with theſe. 


WHEN Fanny to woman is growing apace, 
The roſe- bud beginning to blow in her 
face, 


For mamma's wiſe precepts ſte ca: es not a 


jot, 


Her heart pants for ſomething---ſhe cannot 


— nd. | 


8 


tt. 


"ha ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 


Than among the gay youths a tyrant ſhe 
reigns; 


And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 


Her heart pants for tomething---ſhe cannot 


tell what. 


| Tho? all day in ſplendor ſhe flaunts it about, 
At court, park and play, the ridotto and rout ; 


Tho? flatter'd and envy'd, ſhe pines at her lot, 


Her heart pants for ſomething ---ſhe cannot 


tell w hat. 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eyes 


From him ſhe likes bet, makes her ready to 
die; 


Not knowing ” tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 


_ | Ver heart pants for fomething---ſhe cannot 


tell what. 


Ve fair take advice, and be viel · while you 


may 


| Each look, wok; and action, your wiſhes 


betray : 


Give eaſe to your hearts by the conjugal knot, 
_ | Tho' they pant ere ſo much---you will ſoon 


know tor what. 


WOULD you taſte the noon- ds air, 


To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 


| Where, woven with the poplar bough, 


The mantling vine will ſhelter vou, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you : 
Down each ſide a fountain flows, | 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 


Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 


Sultry Phoebus ſcorching round, 
Sultry Phœbus {ſcorching round. 


0 


N he languid herds, and ſheep, | 
Stretch'd o'er funny hillocks, ſlecp; 
While on the hyacinth and roſe, 

The fair docs all alone repoſe, 

The fair does all alone repoſe : 

All alone ; yet in her arms 

Your breaſt ſhall beat to love's alarms, 
Till, bleſs'd and bleſſing, you ſhall own, 
The joys of love are joys alone, | 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


14 world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 
And friendſhip' S a jewel we u ſeldom can 
mect: 


How ſtrange does it "Dom, that i in 1 ſearching 


around, 


This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found! | 


O, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſucetner 
„ 5 


Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; | 


Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour? 


peace. 


When fortune is ſipiling, what crouds will 
appear, 


Their kindncls to offer, and friendſhip an- 


cere! 


vet change but the proſpeft, and point out | 


diſtreſs, 
No longer to court you they cagerly preſs, 


Tun honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear | | 


From fraud, diſguiſe, a and guile, 


Necd neither fortune s frowning fear, 
Nor court the harior $ Unite; | 


Toy. 


| The greatneſs that would mile us grave, 


I 


Is but an empty thing: 


1 What more than mirth would n ortals have? 2 


The chearful man's a king! 


A ANR TATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


THE kind appointment Czl'a made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r; 


There, fretting, long poor Pamon ſtay'd 


Beyond the promis'd hour: 


No longer able to contain 


This anxious expectation, 


With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 


And vented thus his paſſion. 


| An. 

| To all ui ſex deceitful, 

A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful 
As long as men prove true. 


The pains they give are many, 
How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is a friend, 


On whom we may always with fafety depend ! 14 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, | 
And oriefs, when divided, are hufh'd. inte}. 


And, oh! too hard to bear; 
The joys they give---if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 


RECITATIVE. 

Now Cælia from Mamma got looſe, 
Had reach'd the calm retreat; Fo 

With modeſt bluſh ſhe begg'd excuſe, 

And chid her tardy feet. 


The ſhepherd, from cach doubt ley" | 


His joy could not reſtrain, 


But, as each tender thought increas'd, 


5 hus chang'd his railing Reals 
© 10 A ͤöÄꝛ1ĩèð 
How engaging, how endearing, 


* eee . 
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I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 
But mother oft tcils me ſhe'l] have me a nun. 


To hear the men latter, and promiſe, and 


1 can keep my ſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be un- | 


Jo live or to die, in this cafe were all one; 
| Nay, I nay; e Gs than be reckon'd a 


1443: 


And what ip the nymph's appearin 
After 1 ge, appe 8 wo 

| Women wife increaſe defiring, 

By contriving kind delays ; 

And, advancing or retiring, 


All my mean 1s- --More to pleaſe. 


1 8 a laſs in her bloom at the age of 


| nineteen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late IT have been; 


Dont you think it a pity a girl ſuch as I, 
Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and 


to cry? 


With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 


And my heart it loves frolic too well for a 
nun. 


(wear, 
Is a thouſind times better, to me, 1 declare; 


done; 


Nay beſides I'm too handſome, I think, for 
„5 | 


Not to love, nor be lov'd, oh I never can N 15 
Nor yield to be ſent to- one cannot tell where; 


nun. 


Perhaps but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo; 
I'm ſure were ſhe me, ſhewou'd ſtoutly ſay no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 
And be marry'd in ſpire, that 1 11 t be a 


nun. 


| 


| For once” attentive be a while, 


[With prudence lure t 


* E tale; who ſhine thro! Britain's iſle, 
And triumph ober the heart, 


To what I now impart. 


| Would you obtain the youth you love, 


The precept of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 
As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
| And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears: 


The wanton blood begins to flow; 


She ſighs for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


| When firſt the Pleaſing pain is felt, 
Within the lover's breaſt, _ 
And you by ftrong perſuaſion melt, 

Each withing to be bleſs'd : 
Be not too bold, nor hy too coy, 

e happy boy, 
And that's the way to Keep him. 

At court or ball, at park or play, . 

Aſfume a modeſt pride; 8 


| And Jeſt your tongue your mind betrays . 


In fewer words confide.. 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate 


| By giddy, chat, will find too late, 


Thar's not the way to Keep him, 


| In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 


That bane to all the ſex; _ 
Nor let the arts of dear Spadille, 
Your innocence perplex. 
Be always decent as a bride, 
wy virtuous rules your reaſon guide, 
And chat s the way to Koop him. 


I 4 { 


[ 45 ] 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare; _ 
To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware. 
His love with kind compliance meet, 
Let conſtancy the work compleat, 
And that's the way to — him. 


WATER, parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or through fertile valleys glide. 


Though, in ſearch of ſoft repoſe, 
Thro' the land 'tis free to roam, 
still it murmurs as it flows, 
T ill it reach its native home. 


YOUNG . a ſhepherd, the pride | 


of the plain, 


Each day is attempting by kindneſs to gain: 


He takes al] occaſions his flame to renew: 
[I always reply that is courting won't do. 


kind, 


And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of hls | 


mind: 
ſay I'm engag'd, and I 0 him t to go; 
He aſks me ſo oft, till Jrudely ſay No. 


0 Thyrſis, laſt Valentine's day, t the dear 


outh, _ 
tell him I plighted my faith and my ruth 
That wealth cannot peace and contentment 
beſtow, 
And my heart is another” 0 beg he will g0: 


bat love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 
and the heart that i is honeſt can never be 
1 1 | 


15 


1 That 1 figh not for grandeur, but look down 


on ſhow ; 


And to Thyrſis muſt haſten, nor anfwer him 


No. 


He hears me, and, trembling all over, replies, 
If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies : 
He gives me his hand, and would force me to 


g0 | 
1 1 pity his fuff "ring, but boldly ſay No. 


I try toavoid him, in hopes of ſweet peace; 
He haunts me each moment to make me fay 
Nes: 


[Bu to. n, ye fair « ones, with Thyrſis 3 | 


80 
5 And truſt me, at church, that I will not * 


No. 


O ſigh and 3 | 
Alike I diſdain, 


"ob 


Contented my wiſh to enjoy: 


I ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 


_ _ | Or barter my peace for a toy. 
He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more 


In love, as in war, 

I laugh at a ſcar, 

And if my proud enemy mo. 

The joy that remains, 

Is to lead her in chains, 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 
WI HEN tutor'd under mamma's care, 

Such charms I did inherit; 


| She gave ſtrict charge, that none ſhould Gare, . 


To curb my growing ſpirit. 
„ neck and breaſts were never hid; 
omances ever reading; 
To hold my head up, I was bid, 
Tant I might ſhew "oF breeding, 


1 
F 0 £ 
„ 
' 


What tho? thy 
With Molly, ſporting on the green, 


But *twas at her deſire, to try 
= Damon caſt a Jealous on 


turns 1 lay'd the flirt and prude, 
Affected joy and forrow ; 

And what to-day was monſtrous rude, 
I thought polite to-morrow. _ 

By earls and dukes I was addrefs'd, 
'Each fop ſure of ſucceeding ; 

Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt, 
That I might ſhew my breeding. 


Young Damon too confeſs'd a flame, 


And rivals J had many; 


What though I us'd him juſt the fame, 


I lik'd him beſt of any. 


With fighs and tears he often ſwore, 


For me his heart was bleeding: 


| 1 only plagu'd him ſtill the more, 


That I might ſhew my breeding. 


Enrag'd, he vow'd to break his chain, 


And fiy to ſmiling Kitty; _ 
I could not bear to meet diſdain, 
For one not half ſo pretty. 


With gentler words I bid him ſtay, 


For pardon fell to pleading : 
To church we went, and from that day * 
I ſhew'd him better e 


þ —— means this Ria fot, my Sear | ? 


Why filent drops that cryſtal tear? 


What jealous fears diſturb thy breaſt, 


Where love and peace delight to reſt ? 
eker has been ſeen 


*Twas but an artful trick to prove 
The matchleſs force of Jenny's love. 


»Tis true, a noſegay I had dreſs'd, 
To grace the witty Daphne's breaſt; 


} 


04] 


"Theſe flow'rs will fade by morning dawn, 
Neglected, ſcatter'd o'er the lawn ; 
But in thy fragrant boſom lies 

| A ſweet perfume that never dies. 


M Y fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſs'd, 
* Their fair nymphs were fo happy and 


gay, 
That each night they went ſafely to reſt, 


And they merrily ſung thro? the day: 
But, ah! what a ſcene muſt appear ! 


Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o'er ? 


Shall the tabor no more ſtrike the ear? 
Shall the dance on the green be no more ? 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtors be led ? 


Muſt the herds go wild ſtrayiag abroad ? 


| | Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in each ſhed, 


And the ſhips be all moor'd in each road ? 


> | Muſt the arts be all ſcatter'd abroad, 


And ſhall commerce grow ſick of the tide? 
Muſt Religion expire on the ground, 
And ſhall virtue fink down by her ſide ? > 


- GAY Damon long ſtudy'd my heart to ob- 


tain ; 


The prettieſt young ſhepherd that pipes on 


the plain * 


1d hear his ſoft tale, then declare twas amiſs, 


And I'd often ſay no, often ſay no, when [ 
long'd to ſay yes. | 


| And Id often, &c. 


| Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 
And brought me two lambkins to wimeſs his 


Gare: 


[Oh!] take. — he cry'd, chow, more fair 


than their fleece; 


Fi could hardly ſay no, tho' alham- dt 25 * yes 
"FL could Ay & WG. 


| Soo: 


— SH tm M4 


ad 
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Soon after, one morning, we ſat in the grove; 


He preſs'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd 


his love ; 
Then tenderly aſk d, if Pd grant him a kiſs ? 


I defign'd to've ſaid no, but miſtook, and ſaid 


yes | 
I deſign'd, 3 


At this, with delight, his heart danc'd in his 


breaſt; 
Ye Gods, he cry'd, Chloe will now make me 
bleſs'd : 


Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal | 


bliſs : 


To prevent being teaz d, 1 was forc'd to ſay | 


yes. 
To prevent, &c. 


I ne'er was fo pleas'd with a word i in my life; 
I ne'er was ſo happy as ſince I'm a wife: 


Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel _ 


this, 


You muſt all die old maids, all die old nals. * 


if you will not lay yes. 
You muſt all, e. 


FH 0 P EI thou nurſe of young defir 91 
* Fairy promiſer of joy, 

Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp' rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy : 


Hope! thou earneſt of delight, 
Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 


Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 


Sureſt friend the wretched find : 


Kind . deceiver, flatter ſtil] ; 


Deal out pleaſures unpoſſeſs' d; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill ; 
And in — s make m me bleſs'4. 


| 


1 


! ws ſhall T, in kw weak, 
My ardent patſion — 2 f 


OH. 


| Or form my fault' ring tongue to ſpeak 


That cruel word, farewel ! 
Farewel---but know, tho? thus, y we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray: :- 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 

Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


HY blithe was I each morn to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill 
Heleap' d the brook, and flew to me; 

met him with good-will : 
{ neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks near e lay; ; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 


; | And chear'd me all the day. 


Oh the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 
I with I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt'ning by; 


| The fleecy flock ſtood ſtil and gaz'd, 


Charm'd with his melody : 


While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 


Betwixt our flocks and play, 


: I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 


Tho' e'er fo rich and gay. 
Oh ! the broom, &c. - 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 


Cou'd I but faithful be? 


He ſtole my heart; cou'd I refuſe 


What cer he aſk'd of me? 


Hard fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 


Gang 8 and mourn, _ 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever 4 ag was born. 9 
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Oh ! the broom, the bonny broom, 
MC here loſt was my repoſe; 

TI wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 


1 N infancy our hopes and fears 


Were to cach other known; 


And friendſhip, in our riper years, 


Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
O] clear him then from this offence ; 
Thy love, thy duty prove ; 


| Reftore him with that innocence. 


Which firſt inſpir'd my love. 


A H! why did Jockey gang away, 
And leave his love behind him, 


Zo far in diftant climes to ſtray, 


Where Jane could never find him? 5 


Where thund'ring cannons they do roars. | 


And drums ſo loudly rattle ; 

Where verdant fields are all in gore, 
By ſome moſt furious battle, | 
By ſome moſt furious battle. 


: Ye guardian pow'rs, my Jockey fave, 


When danger's fix'd around him; 


For oh! in arms, 'tis known how brave 


His lairds have- always found him. 
There's ne'er a lad in au the town, 
Can boaſt his equal merit; 
He'll ever fight for Engiand's crown, 
_ With loyalty and ſpirit. 


Oh had I known the cruel war 


So long had kept my laddy, 


I d gang witlr him, though cer fo far, 


In au my beſt of pladdy : 


| But, hark ! I hear the fifes, the drums, 


Oh ! joy beyond exprefling ; 


My lovely ſoldier, ſce ! he comes; 


PI By fe for to careſs him. 


1 


THOMAS axp SALLY. 
THOMAS. 


| COME, come, my dear girl, I muſt 1 not 


be deny'd; | | 
Fine ton you ſhall l A, « and rant it 
awa | 
Pl give you This purſe, and, hark * beſide 
We'll Kiſs, and we'll toy, all the long 
ſummer's day | 
SALLY. 


| Of kifing and toying you ſoon will be tir'd, 


Should poor hapleſs Sally conſent to be 
naught; 

Beſides, Sir, believe me, I toben to be nir d 
The heart - s not worth gaining whack is to 
| be bought. 

THOMAS. 


| Fear not, , my dear Sally, the world's | buſy 


tongue; 
Soon above ſcandal my girl ſhall be put; 
Then laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At dr aggle- tail Chaſtity walking on foot. 
SALLY. | 


: If only the fear of the world made me ſhy, 


My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown 
Their pardon 'twere caſy with money to buy ; 
But how, tell me how, I could parctaſe my 
own. | 
"THOM AS . 
Leave morals to grey beards ; thoſe lips v were 
eigne | 
For better employment 
. RR SALLY. 
eee ——— F'IL not be a whore { 
THOMAS. 
0 fie, child love bids you be rich and be kind; 
Sin 
but virtue commande me, Be boneſtane pore 


Were 


ore | 
ind ; 


poor. 


c 49 1 


ATTEND all ye . and nymphs 


to my lay 

You may learn from my tale, and go wiſer 
away. 

A Damſel once dwelt at the foot of. a hill, 

Well known by the name of the Maid of the 


Mill. 


In her all the graces had * combined, 
Her face to improve, and embelliſſi her mind; 
Nor pride or deceit e' er her boſom did fill; 


IJ was nature alone 1 in the Maid of the Mill. 


Tne lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid : 

Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid : 

With gold he endeavoured to tempt her to ill; 

But il. could prev ail __ the Maid org the 
| il. | 


Her virtue he uva beyond bender a and 
ſtate ; 


Tho' poor, yet ſhe never repin'd at her fate; 3 


_ This proffers ſhe flighted---1n vain all his Kill, 


To ruin the fame of the Maid of the Mill. 


Young Colin addreſs'd her with hope and with 
fear; 


His heart was right honeſt, hls love was ſin- 


ccre; 

With rapture his boſom ark moment would 
thrill, 

Whene' er he beheld his Joy Maid of hs Mill. 


His oaſſion was foundedi in honourand truth--- | 


The. nymph read his heart, and cf courſe 
oy'd the Famer 
At church little Patty ſoon anfiree'd «I will.““ 


His Lord thip was beulk d Wt the Maid of the | 


10 


What happineſh waits on the chaſte nupttal 
pair! '® 
Content, they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care! 


| The flame they firſt rais'd in each other, burns 


ſtill; 
And Colin is bleſs'd with the Maid of the Mill. 


OW vleſs'd the maid whoſe boſom 
No headitrong paſſion knows! 


| Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, - 


Her nights in ſweet repoſe : 
Where'er her fancy lcads her, 
No pain, no fear, invades ber: 
But pleaſure, 
Without meaſure, 
From ev'ry object flows. 


MY Jockey! is the blitheſt lad 
That c' er young maid did woog 
When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and true. _ | 
| He talks of love whene'er we meet, . 
His words jn rapture flow ; =” 
Then tunes his pipe, and ſings fo {s eat f 
J have not pow'r to go. | 


All other laſſes he forſakcs, 

: And flies to me alone 

| At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, 
I hear the maidens moan, * 

He buys me toys and ſweetineats 100 
Abd ribbands for my hair: 

| What ſwain was ever half ſo wk | 
Or half ſo kind and fair? 


Wherc'er I go I nothing fear, 
It Jockey is but by; 

For I alone am all his care, 
Whenever danger $ ge 1 
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Ile vows to wed next Whitſunday, 5 
And make me bleſs'd for life: 
Should I refuſe, ye maidetis, ſay, 
To be young Jockey's witc ? 


IENTEEL is my Damon; engaging TH air, 
His face, like the morn, is both ruddy 
and fair, 
His face, like the morn, is both ruddy and 
fair; 
Soft love fits enthron'd in the beam of his eyes; 
He's manly, yet tender; he's fond, and yet 
wiſc. N 


He's manly, yet tender; he's fond, and yet 


Wie 5 
He's ever good-humour'd, he's gen'rous and 
B2Y 35 
His preience can always drive forrow away: 
No, vanity ſways him, no folly 1 is ſeen; ; 
But open his temper, and noble his mein. 


. By virtuc illumin'd his ations appear; 
His paſſions are calm, and his reuſon ie clear 
An effable ſweetnels attends on his ſpeech ; 
He's willing to Icarn, tough he's able to 

teach. 


He has promis'd to love me; EN word Til} + 


believe 


| For his heart is too 8 to let! him deceive 


Then blame me, ye fair ones, if June you 
| can, 


2 Since the picture lee drawn | is exaltly the 


* mY 


Ou. ! had I been by Fate dc ereed 
Some humble cottage ſwain, \: 
4 Fair Roſetta's fight to > 
My Rocks upon the Lp : 


What bl ſs had 1 been barn to IR 
Which now ne'er muſt know ! 

Ye envious powrs ! why have ye plac'd 
My fair one's Iot ſo low ? 


W HEN you meet a tender cr cature; 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good-nature ; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe, 

Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 

In your boſom warm and preſs her, 

Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. | 


But if one you meet that's froward, 


Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 


Should you act the whining cowar d, 


Tis to mend her ne'er the v. FR 


Nothing's tough enough to bind her ; 
Then agog when once you find her, 


| Let her go, and never mind her; 


_ Heart alive, you: re fairly quit. 


A 0 A N T A * A. 
RxclrArTIVE. 


II feſtive board was met; the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent 
fic ind : | 
My ſons, (began the ſage,) be this the ride. 
No brow auſteremuſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Vhere love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 


| Old hg be ou” -- here ſadneſs were a un. 


| : Alx. 
: Tell not me the j joys that wait 


On him that's learn'd, or him that's great ; 
Wealth and wiſdom 1 deſpiſe, 


Cares i Ju round che rich aud W vile? 3 


The 


2 


The queen that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, _ | Then tel her, what years of delight, 
And Bacchus, god of wine and mirth, | Then tell her, what ages of pain, 
Me their friend and fay'rite own, _ [1 felt, while I liv'd in her ſight, 
And I was born for them alone. | I feel, till J ſee her again. 


Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hate: | | 
But let love, let life be mine, WI TH horns and with hounds I waked 
» » 2 : V 
robin. the rer bar b * And hie to my woodland walks away; 
Mind not what the grave 67 ILtuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, 
| And tie to my forehead a wexing moon; 
I courſe the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox, 
And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſurnmirs of 


Gaily let the minutes fly, 
In fove; in freedom, wit and } joy: 
So ſhall love and liſe be mine; rocks: 


Bring me women, bring me wine; | With ſhouting and hooting, v we pierce thro? 
Speed the dancing hours away, | the ſky, 


. Mind not wh at the grave ones ſay. And echo turns hunter, id doubles the cry. 


* E . and ve mountains unknown, _ 


Beneath whoſe pale ſhadows J ſtray, | 1 OUNG Colin v Was the bac Gra 
To the breaft of my charmer alone, | 1 Tha es er pip'd on flow'ry plain, = 
Theſe ſighs bid ſweet echo convey : „or dane upon the lee : 0 
Wherever he penſively leans, I The wanton kid, in gamefome round, 
By fountain, or hill, or in grove, — That frolics 0! o the fow' ry ground, 
| His heart will explain what he means, | Was not {6 blythe as he. | 
+4 Who ſings both from ſorrow and love. = Beneath the oak, in yonder vale, | 
ent What ſadneſs reigns over the plans! * ook think gow heard, the nightingale, 
How droops the ſweet flow'rets around! W. ene" * ie rais'd his voice: 
le How penſive each nymph and each ſ wann! But, ali! the youth was all deceit ; 
ol, How filent each muſical ſound !. | His vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, 
> No more the ſoft Jute in the bow'rs, | And choice ſucceeded choice. 
ſin. Beguiles the cool ev'nings away ; | The maidens ſung, in willow groves, 
Sad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves; 
Since Nancy, dear Nancy's away. l Uere Jenny told her woes; 
| 0 Ard Moggy's tears increas' d the brook, | 
A gee a Hor 8 = P e Whoſe checks like d. „ing lilies look, 
Or ſay (though divided ſo Du? 5 | That once our -bluſly d the olds 3 
The friend of her boſom. 1 1s near; : | # | F „ 8 Vabapyy., 


The 


rr 1 


t * 1 


| Vabappy fair, my words believe, 

So ſhall no ſwain your hopes deceive, 
And leave you to deſpair : | 

Ere he diſcloſe his fickle mind, 

Change firſt yourſelves, for, ah ! you'll find 

Falſe Colins every where. 


V AIN is ev'ry fond endeavour 

To reſiſt the tender dart; 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart. 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view, | 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, | 
Bids us think *tis all our due, | 
Bids us think tis all our due, 


Softer than the vernal breezes, _ 
Is the mild, deceitful ſtrain ; © 
Frowaning truth our ſex difpleaſes 3 ; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain : 
But, too ſoon, the happy lover 
Does our tend'reſt hopes deceive: 
Man was form'd to be a rover, 
 Fooliſtr woman to belicve, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


1 F AREW EL, ye green fields and Feet 


groves, / 
Where Phillis engag'd my ford heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And nature is dreſs'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor muſic can lull me to reſt ; 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word; 
And Strephon can never be bleſs'd. 


Oft times, by the ſide of a ſpring, 

Where roles and lilies appear, 

Gay Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 
Fo or Strephon was all ſhe held Wes ps 


I Now let thy pity hear the maid 


But as : lik as ſhe "TIP by my eyes, 
The paſſion that elow'd i in my breaſt, 

She then, to my grief and ſurprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt. 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 

Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt ; 

Beware then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquettes, who to love make pretayee ; 


For Phillis to me had been juſt, 


If nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe. 


PWAs at the filent midnight hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 


| In glided Marg'ret's grimly ghoſt, 


And ftood at William's feet. 


Her face was like an April morn, 


Clad in a wintry cloud; 


And clay-cold was her lily hand, 
: þ 


That held her ſable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When Death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, 
That fips the filver dew ; 


The roſe was budded in her cheek, 


Juſt op'ning to the view, 


| But Love had, like the canker-w orm, 85 


Conſum'd her early prime: 
The roſe grew pale and left her cheek ; 
She dy'd before her time. 


Awake, ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 


Come from her midnight grave: 


7 by love W to fave, | 


| Thiy 


buf aJ5 


hiy 


This is the dumb and dreary Four, 
When injur'd ghois complain; 

Now yawaing graves give up their 

To haunt the faithleſs man; 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge, and broken oath ; 

And give me back my maiden vo, 
And give me back my troth, 


dead; 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 


And not that promiſe keep? | 
Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright, 
Yet leave thoſe eyes to weep ? 


How could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake? 

How could you win my vir gin heart, 

Vet leave that heart to break ? 


Why did you ſay my lip was Feet, 

And made the ſcarlet pale ? 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt'ring tale? 


That face, alas! no 1ore is fair; | 
Theſe lips no longer red 

Dark are my eyes, now elos'd! in death; 
And ev'ry charm is fled. 


The hungry worm my ſiſter i is 3 
This winding-theet I wear: 

And cold and weary lafts our night, | 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


A long and laſt adieu! 
Come ſee, falſe man, how low. he lics, 


That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung loud, the morning {mil 4 
And rais'd her glitt' ring head? 

Pale William quak'd in ev'ry limb, 
And, raving, left his bed. 


4 


1 Tucn why will you watte {ſuch a treature, 


| 


ta. 


-| Whoſe ſmiles can rage-itfelf diſarm, 
But, hark ! the cock has warn'd me © hence! 11 


An 


In age ev'ry one a new part taxes 


: I 
He hy'd him to the : fatal 2 ce 
Where Marg'ret's Body la; 
And Kretch'd him on the & deen graſs turf 
That wrap*d her breathleſs cla, : 


And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's name, 
And tarice he wept full tore ; 
Then laid his cheek to the cold grave, 


. Gand word ſpake never more. 
P 1 Mays day of lite is for pleaſure, 


For ſinging, for dancing, and fhow 


In ſighing, 5 crying: -Heigho? 


Let's copy the bird in the mead ows ; 
By her's tune your pipe when tis ow : 
Fly round, and coquette it as the does 
And never ſit cry ing---Hegho 5 


Thoug wh, when in the arms of a lover, 
It fometimes may happen, 1 know, 

Th at, cre all our toving is over, 

We cannot help cry ing---Heigho! 


1 find, to my ſorrow; tis ſo: 


When old, you may cry till your heart aches 
And no one will miylyou=--Heig ho !. 
588 E falt poſfeſsd of ev Ty charm | 


To captivate the will, 


Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 
Say, will you deign the verſe to tears SEND 
Where flatt' ry beais no pert; „ 
honck verſe, that flows ſigcere 
And ca adi from the heart? 


Great i is your pow'r ; but greater yet, 


Mankind it mg engages |» p 
F . | | os 


| . 
If, as ye all can make a net, 
Pe #1} could make a cage: | 
ch h a thouſand ] ake 
1 mp L & THOUWANG hearts MAY th 9 
For wh v's to beauty blind! 
But to v.iat end a pris'ner make, 
1 nleſs we've ſtreugth to bind? 


En 


Atte nd the counſel often told, 
Jo often told in vain; 

Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 

Gugiſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt: 

Tho” beauty make the charm bein, 
Tis {\y ectnoſs makes it laſt, 


A d 

| | RECITATIVE. 9 

75 "WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth ele, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine alu ays 

dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madame Grandfite's 8 
cook, 

As home by: ſteer'd his ca . that de ay took; 

Pending beneath thu weight of fam” d Sir Loin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 


With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; | 


Who, when he firſt beheld the greaty loads 
His benediction on it he beſtow'd : | 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 


He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight | 


addrefs' d. 


1 


pp rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
It I was om d t to karo ther, 1 


'F 54 J 


K» - 


1 , 


When dreſo'd a and garniſtod to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 


Not all thy country's force combin'd, 


Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd Sir-loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad, 

On thee e'en Kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate; 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed, 

Soup-meagre, frogs, and ſal lad! 


REC ITAT IVZ. 
A half-ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 


| Who ſuch a ſight before had never een, 
Tike Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
_ | And, gaz'd-with wonder on the Britiſh food: 
His mor ning's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
_ | Andin {mall ftreams along the pavement ſtole : 
| He heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. 


AIR. | 
Tine, Foote's Minuet. 


Ah, ſacre Pieu! vat do I fee vonder, 


Dat look fo tempting age and vite? 
Begar it is the roaſt beef from Londre ; 
Oh! grant to me von letel bite. 


But to my gurs if you give no heeding, 
And crucl fate dis boon denies; _ 


In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 


Return, and let me feaſt my eyes. 
| RECITATIVE. 


| His lle, guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
| Whofe brazen front his country did betray, 


Tune, A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, & c. 


From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
18 honelt means to ng his — he 


| 1 


— 


don 


| 1 with J had a ſlice of thee, 


goon as the well- 15055 proſpect he deſcry'd, ' 


In . accents dolefully he cry'd. 
„Aix. 
Tune, Ellen a Roon. 


sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beet, that now cauſes my ſtomach to rife, 
80 taking thy ſight is, 
My joy that ſo light is, 


To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes. 
While here I remain, my life" $ not worth a 


farthing, 
While here I remain, my life * not worth a 
farthing. | 
Ah! hard-hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you? 


me from ſtarving. 
RECITATIVE. 


ate ; 


But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 


His dear lov'd mull, alas ! was thrown aſide; 


With lifted hands he bleſs'd his native place, | 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bey ail d his 


caſe. 
Alx. | 


Tune, The Revom of 8 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo blithe of late, | | 


To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 


When hunger is 1o great! 
O the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown ; 


How ſweet it would gang down . 


3 
Ah, Charley! badſt 3 not been ſeen; 


The gallows, more kind, would have ard | 


his ne'er had happ'd to me; 


I would the de' el had pick” d mine ey 'n, 


Ere I had gang'd wr * 
O the beef, &c. 


n | 
But, ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 


| Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; 


Where ſiniling freedom guards great George's 
throne, 

And w lips, and chains, and tortures are not 
known. 

Tho' Britain's fame i in loftieſt ſtrains . 
ring, 


9 19 ruſtic fable "Ie me leave to ang. 


Alx. 5 
As once on a time a young frox, pert and vain, 
Behcld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ine. | He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain, | 


Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy | 


O the roaſt becf of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 


Mamma, who ſtood by, like a e old 
dame, 


Cry d, „Son, to e it  you'r re b Hanel to, 


blame ?? 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt ; | 
An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt; 


Till Welling and ſtraining too a made him 


burſt. 
O the roaſt beef, Kc. 


Then Britons, be valiant, PE, _ is clear; 
| The ox is Old England, the frog is Monhieur, 


Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
0 the roalt beef, &c. Cs 


| able, 
To ſee the Sir-loin ſmoking hot on our tab'e, 
The French may c'en burſt like the frog inthe 
fable. 

O rhe roaſt beef of In England, 

And O the Old Enylith : roaſt beef. 

T is I believe, 

Next HollanQtide eve, 
A twelvemonth fince firſt I began 
To hold up my head, 
In love to be read, 
And to conftrue the looks of a man. 


Young Damon T faw ; 

He kifs'd me, oh la! 

1 vow thro' my boſom it ran; 
My lips he ſo prets'd, 

'Tis true I proteſt, | 
IT rhought him a duce of a man. Io 


Philander the gay, 
met at the play! i N 
My heart beat a furious ratan; 
gBecauſe you muſt know, 
| T ſome time ago, 

Had hopes of his being the man. | 


Briſk Strephon came next, 
gut then I was vex'd, 

He play'd with Miſs Phillis 8 fan; ; 
I own to be ſure, _ 
I could not endure, | 

To ſce myſelf robb'd of a man. 
My mother and aunts, | 
Still watching my haunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do leere, 
I uvow and declare, | 
111 li my ſelf ſoon with a man. 


E 8 J 


For while by our commerce end arts We arc | | 


A CAN T A T A. 
RECITATIVE. 


8 In a penſive form Mvyrtilla ſat, 
Revolving on the will of fate, 
A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 


Adva nc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair. 


AIR. 


Thou vernal bloom of beauty? s trees. 
art of thee : 3 


In come to buy a hie 
Vith tranſport J receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could 1 command the ſtarry train, 


For thee I'd give it back again; 


And if I could, to make thee mine, 
The univerſe ſhould all be thine. 
Go hence, the maid with ſoftneſs cries ; 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: 


| The tale you've heard was falſely told; 
| Myrtilla! 8 heart can nc'cr be fold. 


1 N love mould there meet a fond pair; 


Untutor'd by faſſion or art, 


0 ple wiſhes are warm and ſincere, 


Whoſe words are th' exceſs of the heart: : 


If aught of ſubſtantial delight, 


Oa this ſide the ſtars can be found ; 


* 
Tis ſure, when that couple unite, 


Aud Cupid by Hymen | is crow nd. 


| : | W HEN late I winded o'er the plain, 


From nymph te h. ymph, I ſtrove in vain, 
My wild deſires to rally : | 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, firapge! no longer ſcek to roam; 
| They center all in Sally. 


1s. 


Yet the. kind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy : 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, T ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injurd Sally. 
Come then, oh come! thou ſweeter far 
Then jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley: 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 


He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 


: And make me bleſs'd 1 in ran? 


As Jamie gay, 
Along the banks of tweed, 

A bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead: 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey 'd; 

And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid. 


Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly Wan reit here ? 

My ewes, the cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where ? 

To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muck le {port to ſee; | 

Bur thou'rt ſo fweet, fo trim and neat, 
Ife ſeek the ewes with thee. 


dhe gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
Put lik'd the vouth s intent; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went : | 

The birds ſang ſweet, the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around ; 


And has they walk'd, of love they tal Ik d, 


! Joys which lor ers crown d. 


gang 'd blithe his way, 
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; 


| 


And now the ſun had roſa to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r,) 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they woe 
To paſs the mid- day hour : 


The bonny lad raw'd, in his plaid, 


Ihe laſs who fcorn'd to frawn ; 


| She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſaught, 


And he to gang to town. 


EV RI mortal ſome favourite pleaſure pur- ; 
faces. = --- 


| Some to White's run for play, ſome to Bat- 


ſon's for news ; 


| To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder a carry 85 
And ſome triflers delight to hear Ni 


ichols's 
noiſe : | 
But ſuch idle amuſements P11 carefully ſhun, / 


gl And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my 


. a Y I 


gun, 


; Soon as Phoebus has finiftd his nummer 's ca- 


reer, 


8 And his maturing aid bleſs'd the hulbandman- 5 


care; 6 
When Roger and Nell have enjoy d harveſt - 5 


home, 


I And, their labour being over, are at leiſfurs 


to roam; 


| From the noiſe of the town and i its follies Irun, 
And I range o'er the fields wRh my dogs and | 


my gun. 


N When my pointers around me all carefully h 


ſtand, 


A ad nonedares to ſtir, but the top I commands 


When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down, , 
5 my bird, 1 


; Pye 2 1 no 0; pallimg belide can a for, 
| No | 
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N > poli nor pleaſure that's under the fin,” 
Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my 
un. ; 

When hs covey I've thinn'd, to the woods 
LI repair, 

And I __ thro the thickets, devoid of all 
ear ; 

There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 


And with phcaſan:s and woodcocks my bags 
often fill : 


For death (where I find them) they ſeldom 


enn ſhun, - 
My dogs are ſo ſary, and fo fatal my gun. 


My Canzcls ne*er babble, they re under e com- 


mand; 
Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at 
| hand : 
| When a woodcock they fluch, or a pheaſant | 
they ſoring, 


With heart-chearing notes, hs they make 
the woods ring ! 
Then for muſic let frivbles to Ranelagh run, 


_ My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun, 

When at night we chat over the e ſport of the | 
day, 

And ſpread o'er the table my conquer 0 ſpoils 
la 

Then It nk of my friends, and to cach ſend 

| a part, 
For my friends to oblige 1s the pride of my 
=: eeeart; - - 


Thus the vices of town, and its follics I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine tomy dogs and my 


* 


N 


1 


F RO M flower to flow'r the butterfly, 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 
Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


Thus roving man new objects ſway, 
By various charms delighted ; 

While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to Gays 
To-morrow ſhall be ſlighted. 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 
The merits of wine with the charms of 


the fair; 


I appeal to the men to determine brane 


A tun-belly'd Bacchus, and Beauty's fair 


queen, 


| The pleaſures of drinking henceforth 1 reſign; 
For tho' there is mirth, yet there 5 madneſs 


in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile; 


Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs 


ſmile. 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 


And, tlie more I behold her, the more I ad- 


mire | 

But the charms of her temper and mind I a- 
dore ; 

Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me wha beauty” no 
more. 


Ho w happy our days when wich love we en 


gage ! 

*T'is the tranſport of youth ; 
of age: 

But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl ? 


Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures che 
foul! 


'tis the comfort 


A 


2 we 


E 


no 


che 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor, will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am J. 

From this fair confeſſion, 'tis plain, my good 
friend, 


You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottle may ravith your eye; 

But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is 
dry! 

From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure 
muſt ſpring ; 


"Nay, the Stoics muſt own it, he 1s the beſt 


thing. 


Vet ſome praiſes to wine we mav juſtly s Ford ; 
For a tune it will make one as great as a lord: 
But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man ; 
And 1'II love the dear e as long as J 
can. og, | 


] * MADE love to Kate, 
Long I ſigh'd for tbe, 
Till I heard of late, 
__ Shehada mind to me: 
I met her on the green, 
In her beſt array ; 
So pretty the did feem, 
. She ſtole my- heart away. 
Oh then we kiſs'd and preſs'd; 
much to blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done 
the ſame. 


As I fonder grew, 
She began to prate : 
Quoth ſhe----1'11 ma arry you, 
And you ſhall marry Kate: 
But then I laugh'd, and fwore 
I lov'd her more than o; 
Ty'd each to a rope's end, 


Is tugging to and kro. i 


were we 


3 


— 4 


| 


IF 


| 


Again we Kiſs'd and preſs'd ; were we TY £ 
to blame? 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done 
the ſame. 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and 4 
She was wond'rous ſick ; 
Dicky Katy led, 
Katy ſhe led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play'd, 
Under yonder oak : 
Katy loſt the game, 
__ Tho! ſhe play'd in joke. 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 
Had you been in my place, you'd Have 9 
the ſame. 


[as K if yon damaſk 5 be — 
That ſcents the ambient air, | 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, 
If dear Suſannak's fair, 


Say, will the vulture leave his prey, : 


And warble thro! the grove? | 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray ; 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. 


The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhare, 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine 

Ye bards, unenvy'd, laurels wear, 
Ve fair Suſannah mine. 


Du AR Molly, I lore you, I hope there's 


no harm in that; 


For your are o ſprigiuly, and witty, and : 


charming, that 


[Whenever [ {ce you my. heart it goes pit. a- 


pat 
And Pin grown lean and ary, who was once” 


| eek and ran; 
| | Save 
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When firſt I was afk'd to drink tea with my 


Save me, ſave me, dear Molly fave me, 


Or I will hang 1 85 if 7 will not ave | 


me. 


bm grown a mere flow en, who once was a 
_ flirting fop; 

My fine coal black hair is chang'd to a dirty 
m 

My face Tm parch'd, like an oyer-done 
mutton chop, 

That can of gravy not yield you a ſingle drop. 

Gravy, gravy, one drop of gravy, 


Fen juſt as brown and dry looks your your 


Davy. 


Molly dear, 


I put on my Kerry- ſtone buckles and ſolitaire, 
J ſent for the barber, and cry'd Shave me, | 


do yon hear, 
And III give you fixpence to drink out in ale 
band beer. 
Shave me, ſhave me, powder and ws me; 


0 Make me look ſpruce and — then weg 


have me. 


| Then ſirait to the place of appointment 1 


hurried me, 


Where her bright eyes and Girect looks they 


ſo worricd me, 


That from that moment I thought of no other- 


| ſhe, 
And now moſthumb] y 1 crave you my bride to 


, eue you. craveyou--Oh how I crave vou! 
For my bride, from this hour, dear Molly, 1 


crave you. 


| Then if you'll conſent, you ſweet lane kane 


Ou, 


— — — — — — _— — — * 5 
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* | 
* will your huſband be, and never leave you; 


My ns is Drope, and my chriſtian names 


Davy, 


And when we are married we'll g0 to Glenavy; * 


Navy, Navy, go to Glenavy, 
| Then who'll be ſo happy as Molly and Davy. 


| VAINLY now ye ſtrive to charm me, 


All ye ſweets of blooming May ; 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 
While Lotharia Keeps away ? 


| Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 


Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ky; 


| Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 


Softer tunſhine Hills her eye. 
A S Yother day milking I fat in ts vale, 


Young Damon came up, to addrefs his 


foft tale, 


| So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him A frown; \ 
For he frighted my cow, and wy milk was 


| Kick? d down, 


mean, 1 


To come thus upon me, . un- 


ſeen? 
I neer will approve of the love you pretend; 


For, as miſchief began, 3 miſchief may | 


end, 


I little thought now, he'd his vation . 
But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance; 


He begg'd a Kind Kifs, which I gave him, 1 


YOW ; 


| And J laid, my own elf, all che fault on mf 5 


COW. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade 1 


this bait prov'd cs,” alas 1 ken a maid; 


He 


of 


aw 


He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at [ 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh; 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurely comply, 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 
Tho” he flings down my milk, or does any 
thing elfe, 


OME, live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove, 
That hills and vallies, dales and fields, 
And all the craggy mountain yields: 
There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds feed their flocks 
Near ſhallow rivers, by whoſe falls 


is | Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 
: There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
ry With a thouſand fragrant poſes, | 
*7 BY A cap of flowers, with a girdle | 
= Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle ; 
ou A gown made of the fineſt wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull, 
n- I It theſe delights thy mind may move, 
F Come, live with me, and be my love. 
ay Fair lined ſlipper for the cold, 
: With buckles of the pureſt gold; 
: | A belt of ſtraw with ivy buds, 
Feb And coral claſps, and filver ſtuds : 
5 The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and ſing, 
For thy delight, each May morning. f 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
m Then live with me, and be My love. 
del WC) SANDY, why deav'ſt thou thy Nelly to 
d; i 335 re nes 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 


When nothing can pleaſe me 


Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn. 


(6 1 


But ! thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that, 


— 
—__ 


| Wha's living in langour till that 
When throw the wood Laddie, we'll dance ſing 


| An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air. 


Or throw the wood, Laddie, until thou return, 
Tho! woods now are bonny, and morningy 
are clear, 5 | 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, | 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When throw the wood, Laddie, ye dinnaappear 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 


Pm faſh'd wr their fcorning, 
Baith ev'ning and morning, g 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throwthe wood Laddie, I wander myſell 


I Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 


But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow;,.. a. 
happy day. 
and play. 195 
A C ANT AXT A. 
VVV 
O'LL buy ahcart? Myrtilla 


And throws around her wanton 


cries, 
eyes 3 


A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 


IA pair of eyes, that wound at ſight, 


And toil the di'mond's piercing light. 
„ RECITATIVE 
Come hither, ye that long to prove 


. | The ſoul-cnchanting joys of love , 


Quickly, quickly come! for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me- 

— + one RE | 

| But let nc ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Cacſus' wealth to come; 
Nor vainly 8 for gems or gold 


F 


* 


[ bz J 


uch charms as theſe can eer be ſold. 
5 vilea change ] ſcorn to make, 
or !9vG's the only coin I take. 
FL: e thepherd's plain life, 
Without guilt, wichout ſtrife, 

Can gali true bleſſings impart: 

As nature directs, 

hat blifs he expefts _ , 
From health, and from quiet of heart. 


Vain Srandcur and pow'r, 
Thoſe joys of an hour, 

Tho' mortals are toiling to find ; 
Can titles or ſhow, 
Contentment beſtow ? 

All happineſs dwells in the mind. 

zchold the gay roſe, 
How lovely it grows, | 

Secure in the depth of the vale! 
Yon oak, that on high 
Aipires to the ſky, | 

Both lightning and tempteſts fail. 

ez DUETTO. 
Then let us the ſnare 
Of ambition beware, 

That ſource of vexationand ſinart ; 

And ſport on the glade, 
Or repoſe in the ſhade, 
With health and with quict of heart, 


E verdant woods, Ve chryſtal ſtreams, 
On whoſe enamel!” ide | 
J ſhar'd the ſun's refrething beams, e 
While Jockey was my: guide. 
No more your ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Sylva's love-fick mind; 
D rural feenes can give me caſe, | 


Since Jockey proves unkind. 


| Come gloomy eve, and veil the ſky: 


With clouds of darkeſt hue : _ 
Wither, ye plants; ye flow'rets die, 
Unchear'd with balmy dew. 


Ye wildly warbling birds, no more 
Your fongs can ſooth my mind; 

My hours of joy, alas! are o'er? 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 


I'll hie me to ſome dreary grove, 
For ſighing ſorrow made, 

Where nought but plaintive ſtrains of love. 
Reſound thro? ev, ry ſhade. 


| Where the ſad turtle's melting grief, 


With Philomela's join'd, 
Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 
Since Jockey proves unkind. 
Be warn, d by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit; 
Tho' love's own eloquence perſuade; , 
Tis alla dangerous cheat, 


Fly, quickly fly, the faithleſs ſwain, 
| His baflled arts deſpiſe ; 


| So ſhall vou live exempt from pain, 


While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 


- THE ſun in vir Sin luſtre ſhone, 


May morning puts its beauties on, 
The warblers ſung in livelier ſtrain, 


And ſweeter flow. trets deck*d the plain, 
And f\vceter flow'rets deck'd the plain, 


| When love, a ſoft intruding gueſt, 


That long had dwelt in Damon's breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the nymph, away. 
For this is Nature's holiday, 


22 


2 chis 13 Nature's s holiday, 


The 
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The tender impulſe wing'd his haſte, 


The painted mcad he inffant paſs'd 
And ſoon the happy cot he gain'd, 


Where Beauty flept, and filence rage”, 
Where Beauty, &c. 

Awake, my fair, the ſhepherd cries, 
To new-born pleaſure ope thine eyes: 
Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May : 

For this 1s Nature's holiday, 

For this, &c. 


Forth came the maid, in beauty bright, 


As Phoebus in meridian light: 


Entranc'd in rapture” all confeſs'd, 
The ſhepherd claſp'd her to his breaſt, 


The thepherd, &c, 


Then, gazing, with a ſpeaking eye, 


He ſnatch'd a kiſs, and heav'd a ſigh, 


A melting ſigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, youth” s Our holiday ; 
Conſider, &c. 


Ahl ſoft, the faid, for pity 5 lake ; ; 


What! kiſs me cre l'm well awake! 


For this fo carlv came you here ? 


And hail vou thus the riſing year ? 


And hail, &c. 


Sweet t innocence, oh, ceaſe to chide! 
We'll haſte to joy, the ſwain reply'd ; 


In pleaſure's flow ry fields we'll liray, 


And this thall be Love's holiday x 


And this, &c, 
A crimſon #4 aw o'er her cheek; 


She look'd the thing the dar'd not ſpeak : 
Conſent own'd Nature's ſoft command, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand, 
And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling hand, 
His danceing heart in traaſport play'd ; 


To church he led the bluſhing maid 


Then bleſs'd the happy moru of May ; 
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And now their life's all holiday, 
And now their life's all holiday. 


WHAT ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove, 


Can blame me for dropping a tear, 


1 
{ Or lamenting aloud as I rove ? 


Since Phatbe no longer is here! b 
My ftock,s if at random they ſtrav, 
What wonder, if the's from the plains ? 


| Her hand they were wont to obey ; 


She rul'd both the ſheep and the {wains, 


Can I ever forget how: we ſtray'd 
o the foot 'of von neighbouring r hill, 


To the bow'r we had built i in the Mage, 
Or the river that runs by the mil] ? 
| There, ſweet, by my ſide as ſhe lay. 


And heard the fond ſtories 1 told, 


| How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 


Or the bleating of lambs from the fold: 


{ How oft wou'd I ſpy out a charm, 


Witch, before, had been hid from my veivy * 


+ And, white arm was enrolded in arm, 


My lips to her lips, how they grew ! 


5 | How long t the {weet conteſt would laſt! 


Till the hours of retirement and reſt, 


What plcatures and pain cach had paſt, 


Who longeſt had lov'd, and who bett. 


No changes of place, or of time. 


felt hen my fair one was near; 
Alike was each weather, and clime, 


In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt 01 the botom of May ; 
Each morn brought contentment and caſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond withes could aſk ; 


a | Fach ſcaſon that checquer'd the year; 
| 


She had all the kind gods could impart, 
G 2 She 


} 
I 


4 


She was Nature's moſt beautiful talk, 


The deſpair, and the envy of art : 


There all, that is worthy to prize, 


In all that was lovely was dreſs'd; 
For the Graces were thron'd on her eyes, 
And the Virtues all lodg'd in her breaſt. 


Y heart's my own, my will is free, 
And fo ſhall be my voice; 
No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Til! firſt he's made my choice 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obey : | 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic ſway ? 


; N O nymph that trips ths verdant plains 


With Sally can compare! 


She wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 


And rivals all the fair. 


The beams of Sol delight and chear, 


While ſummer ſeaſons roll, 
But Sally's {iniles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray, 


Illumes the world below, 


Her preſence bids the God of day 


With emulation glow. 


- Freſh beauties deck the painted . * 


Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 


The playful lambkins ſkip around, 


And hail the ſiſter fair. 


| The lark-but ſtrains his liquid throat 


To bid the maid rejoice, 
And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice. 


The fanning zephyrs round her play, 


While eds Perfume, 
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And every flow” ret ſeems to lay, 
J but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her lain, 
From morn to eve their tale; 


| Her beauty and unſpotted | fame 


Make vocal every vale. 

The ſtream, meand' ring through the mead, 
Her eccho'd name conveys, 

And every voicc, and ae reed, 
Is turn'd to Sally's praiſe 


1 No more ſhall blitheſome laſs and ſwain 


To mirthful wake reſort, 
Nor everyMay-morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport; 


No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 


Nor muſic wake the grove, 
Nor flocks look ſnow like on the hill, 
When I for get to love. 


, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board and deck thy cot; 
With j joy I fly the ſimple youth, 

Who holds me light, or doubts my truth, 


Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown ; 
Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain' 5 
Who doubts my love, or thinks me vain, 


| REcirATIVE. 


anc, the horn calls away ; 


Come the grave, come the gay: 
Wake the muſic that wakens the ſk1es, 
Quit the bondage of ſloth” and ariſe. 


AlR. 


| From theeaſt been the morn, 


See the ſun beams adorn 


5 The wide ER, A and the mountains fo bieb ; 


And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Sn” 
T he . i1a heath, and he mountains ſo high; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 


And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatnets of blood, 
By encount ring the hart and thc boar; 
By encount'ring, &c. | 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chaſe, 


And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar. 
And taught, &c. 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 


Where the boſom of ee reveat'd ; 
Where the, &c. 


Tho in life's buſy day, 


Man of man makes a prey, 


Still let our's be the prey of the feld, 


Still let our's, &c. 


With the chafe in full Troy | 

Gods! how great the delight 
How our mortal ſenſations retine ! 
How our, &c. 

Where 1s care, where is far? 

Like the winds, 1 in the rear : 


And the man's loſt in fomething divine, 
And the man's, &c. | 


Now to horſe, my brave boys: 
Lo ! each pants for the joys 


That anon ſhall enliven the whole, 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
| Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl, 
And renew the chaſe over the bowl. 


ts | 


by 


NVotpus and wepherde, code nWayy 


Winton in the ſweets of May ; ; 


| Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 
41 Wantorr as the bounding fawns : 


Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs aud ſhepherds, come away. 


Fever a fond inclination 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt; 
Reflect, with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſoft pangs which prevail” ainmy break 
[Oh! where, where would you fiy we ? 
Can you deny me, thus torn, and diftr 
Think, when my lover was by me, 
* ould I, how could I, refute his requeſt > | 


Kneeling before You, 
Let me impore | you : 
| Look on me, ſighing. crying, dying, 
Ah! is there no language can move? 
| I: have been too complymg, 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 


od? 


| | Dauox AND LAURA 
Dao. 


| CONTETED all day I will fit at your ſide, 

I Where poplars far REAR o' er arch the 
cool tide; 

And, while the c [ear river runs purling along, 

The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſonꝑ, 

The thruſh and the linnet contend in en long. 


LAURA. 

While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 
Ye lambs, reſt in ſafety , my Damon is near; 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now ar gambols 
may pleaſe, 


5 For my e kind, and my heart is at eaſe. 
„„ 3 


For my ſnepherd is Lind, andmy heart is at eaſe 


Damon. 

Ye virgins of Britain, brig'm rivals of dav, 
The with of each heart, | and the theme of each 
la: 

Ne' er veiled to the ſwain till he make you aw ife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life, 
For he who, &c. 


LAURA, 

Ye vouth, who fear nought but the f frowns of 
the fair, 

* Tis yours to relieve, not to add 1 to their care ; 
'F hen {corn to their ruin affiſtance to lend, 


5 :: deftend,. 
Nor betray, &c. i 
DUVETTO.. 


| For their honour and faith be our virgins re- 
nown'd ; 


found : 

Be theit moments all guided by virtue and truth, 

To preſerxe in their age what they gain'd in 
their youth, 


their youth. 


COLIN AND PHILLIS. 
PEI Cori. 
H'ux 


molts we hear ! 
pear + 


| bow'rs, . 

| And every buſh bears a garland of flow'rs. 

I can't, for my lite, w hat it means underſtand; 
There's ſome rural feſtiv al ſurely at hand ; 


Nor betray the fw ect ereatures you, xe born to 


Nor falſe to his yows one young g ſhep herd te | 


hark oer the plains what glad tu- 


How gay all the nymyhs and the ſhepherds ap- 


— 


| 


To preierv in their age w hat wy gain'd in 


With myrtles and roſes new deck'd arc the 


[6] 


Nor harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take 
| place; 5 | Phillis enters, 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe, 


PHIiLLIs. 


ador'd, 
Weds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 
That Daphne. whoſe beauty, good-nature, and 
cate, | 
All fancics can ftrike, and all judgments can 
plesie ; 1 | 
That Corin-but praiſe muſt the matter give o' er; 
Lou know what he is-- and 1 necd fon no more, 
Colli. 


Young Thy rhs too claims all that honour can 


lend, 
friend; 
ſerts; 


hearts. 5 
PHIL LIS. 


Zach ſhepher d conducting his ſw cerheartalong: 


| The joyous occaſion all nature inſpires 
Wi ith tender afleCtions and chearful deſires. 


DET To. 
ve pow” rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 


All -gracious look down on the bridegroom and! | 


bride, 3 
That beauty, and virtue, and valour, may ſhine 


Ina race like themſelves, with no end to theline: 


Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 


| Base ME them thro' numerous days ; ; 
G 55 And 


The truth, honeſt lad ?--why ſurely you know 
What ries are prepar'd in the vill ige below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and 


And, truſt me, his name is engrav'd o on . 5 


But hence, tothe brides, behold how they they 5 


e e e 3 ve We ? 


His countrymen's glory, their champion and 


Tho' ſuch ſlight memorials ſcarce ſpeak his de- I 


* 
3 
5 
* 
— 
% 
Fx 
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What can he now be a- doing ? 


| If he's weary grown of loving, 


And, while in a pale fate fixes their i 


Oh! may they live ealy as thoſe in a cot 


PHE gaudy tulip frells with pride, 


And rears its beauties to the ſun, 
With heav'n-born tints of Iris's bow; 
hile low the vi'let ſprings beſide, 
As in the ſhade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe, 


Of worth Intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 
Thatfrom the tulip can ariſe, 
When parted from its glowing bed: 
While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
Like incenſe f in its native ſkies, 
When crop'd to grace the virgin cad, 


Then think, ye fair ones, how theſe flowers 


Are wrought in nature's various robe : 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, } 
Your virgin dignity oe'r pow'rs 
The horocs of the conquer'd globe : 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 


| WHERE's my ſwain ſo bly the and clever? 


Why d've leave me all in ſorrow 2 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
Since you faid you'd come to morrow. 
If vou lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny : 
Love has flying wings, I well knew - 
Not for ling'ring, lazy Jonny 


Is he with the laſſes maying ? 
He had better herc be wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 


Let him tell me ſo to- -morrow, 


A 


Bleſs'd another lad may make ye; 
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Does tende fav, rite rival hide thee, 


Let her be the happy creature, 
11 not plague my ſelf to chide thee, 

Nor diſpute with her a feature, 
But I can't, nor will not tarry, 

Nor will hurt myſelf with torrow ; 
1 may loſe the time to marry, 

It I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd thus to brave me ; 
If 'm yours, away no longer; 

If you won't, another'Il have me; 
| may cool, but not grow fonder. 

It your lovers, girls, forſake ye, 
Whine not in deſpair and forrow ; 


Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


FAIR is the, ſwan, the ermine white, 
And fair the lily of the vale |! 


} The moon, reſplendent queen of night, 


And ſnows that drive before. the gale 3 


In fairneſs theſe the caſt excel, 


But fairer is my Iſabel. 


| Sweet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, 


And ſweetthe morning breath of May; 
Car nations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 


And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray 2 


In ſweetnefstheſe the reſt excel, 
But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


Conſtant the poets call the dove, : 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call; 

Fond is the ſky-lark of his love, 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: 


In fondneſs theſe the reſt . 
but fonder 1 of Iſabel. 7 


oO” 


and bare, 


ER moorlands and mountains, 3 W 
As 


— — — ¼ꝛ — — 2 . 
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As wiider'd and wearicd T roam, | 
A geutle young thepherdets ſees my deſpair, | 
And leads me @'er lawns to herhome; | 
Yellow theaves, tromrich Ceres her cottage had 
crown'd, N - 

Green ruthes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 
Her caſement ſweet woodbines crept wantonly 
round, 5 | | 
And deck'd the fod feats at her door. | 
We far ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
, Frefh fruits, and the cull'd me the beſt; | 
Whilſt thrown from my guard, by ſome glances 
1 the caſt, | 9 85 : 

N Love flily ſtole into my breaſt, 
| I told iny foft wiſhes, ſhe {wectly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her voice was divine) 
I've rich ones rejected, and great one's deny'd, 
Vet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


| Herar was ſomodeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
* So ſimple, yet ſweer were her charms ; 
I kifs'd the ripe roſes that elow'd onher check, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms, 
No jocund together we tend a few ſheep, | 
And if on the banks, by the ffreath, 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into fleep, 
Her Image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 
Together we range o'er the flow-rifing hills; 
Dtelighted with paſtoral veiws ; 5 
Or reſt on the rock where the ſtreamlet diſtils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe. 
To pomp, or proud titles, the ne'er did aſpire, 
The damſel's of humble deſcent ; . 
The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 
And ſhepherds have nam'd her content. 


ha ns ent — 


—— 
% 


HNA STE, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 


7 


3 

From ſmoke to ſmiling ſKies repair, 

And ſun-illumin'd vales : 

No ſighs nomurmurs, haunt tlie grove, 

But bleſſings crown the plains ; 8 

Here calm contentment, heav'n- born maid 
And Peace, the cherub, reigns, 


O come! for thee the roſes bloom, 

Ihc deep carnation grows; 

For thee ſweet vi'lets breathe perfume; 

The white-rob'd lilly blows ; _ 

For thee their ſtreams the Naiads roll” 

The daiſied hills ark gay, 

Where (emblems of Amelia's ſoul) 
The ſpotleſs lambkins play.“ | 


From valeto vale the Zephyrs rove, 


Jo rob tl unfolding flow'rs ; 
And muſic melts in ev'ry grove, 
To charm thy rural hours; 


The warblipg lark, high-poiz'd in air, e 


Exerting all his pride, 
Will ſtrive to pleate Amelia fair, 


| Who plealcs all bekde. 


* OUNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 
1 He's cver unhappy when I'm from his hight! 
He wants to be with me whereverI go; | 
| The deuce ſure his in him for plaguing me ſo. 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me lo. 
His pleaſure all day is to fit by my ſide; 
He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chi de: 
[ bid him depart ; but he, ſmiling ſays No; 
The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo. 
. imo: =o ens 
He often requeſts me his flame to relieve ; 


[His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſtes I glow ? 


| Whatmortal beſide him would plaguea maid fo: 


S. 


I ak him what favour he hopes to receive? 
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Till he pretended love, and 1 e 
N 


1 I with J was a maid again, 


Aron 


What mortal beſide him would plaguea maid ſo. | 


This breaft -knothe yeſterday dera from the 
wake, 

And ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his fake, 

Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow ; 

I ſure deſerve more for his paguing: me fo, 

J ſure, &c. 


He hands me each eve from tke cot to the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again 
But what's his intention I with I could know, 
For I'd rather bemarry'd than plagu, d with him 
10, 
F or I'd rather be marry d chan plagu'd with him 
lo, | - 


How. happy were my tan $ ill now ! 5 


Inc er did ſorrow feel; 


Or take my ſpinning -wheel. 


Mr heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird” I ſung, 


Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 


O the fool! the filly, filly fool, _ N 1 
That truſts what man may be © 


And in my own country. 


ko would w iſh to ſucceed with * 
laſs | 
Learn how the affair's to 2 done; 
For, if vou ſtand fooling, and ſhy like an afs, | | 
You” H loſe her, as {ure as a gun. 


With w. . and hglung, and vow , and al 
| that, 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 


MeYheary ou, FuCJeer you, 1 youa pat, I 


en J 


But ji you, as ſure as a gun. 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is Genet 


But, mark you the conſequence, mun; 
The baggage will think herſelt realy divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun, 


Then be with a maiden bold, frolic, and ſour, 
And no opportunity hun; ; 
She'll tcll you the hates you, and Givear ſhe'll 
cry out, | 
But mum-- ſhe's as ſure as a gun. 


AT TEND, ye nymphs, while I impart 
The ſecret wifhes of my heart, 
And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 


Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o' er his thoughts preſide, 


1 let honour all his actions guide; 
With joy I roſe to milk my , 1 


Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 


| The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 
_ 0 ct ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 


Vith pure good-nature fw tefly join'd; 


; 8055 friend to modeſt merit be 


The {vain deſign'd for ove and me. 
Where ſorrow prompts the penirve hgh, 


Where grief bedews the drooping eye, 


Melting m ſy mpathy I fee 


[The ſwain deſign'd for love and me, | 
| 1 Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 


Within his tender, gen'rous heart; 


oh! be that heart? from falihood free, | 
ö Devoted all to love and me, 


AMORE AND PHILLIS. 
Aung r. 


Soruur Phillis, well met, 
The ſun is jeſt ter, ; 5 
. 5 To 


Rogen dS. - i 9 > 
- q * 
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Perſuade me to go you ne'er ſhall ; 


. 
- — — — 


| To yon myrtle $ grove let's repair ; ; 


All nature's at reſt, 
And none to moleſt; 


Tue ſomething to ſay to my fair. 


| | PHILLIS. 
No, no, ſubtle ſwain, 
Entreaties are vain, 


Night draws on a- pace, n 
I muſt quit the place, 


The dewis begining to fall. 


Belive me, coy maid, 
By honour I'm ſway'd, 


No fears need your boſom alarm; 


The oak and the pine 
Their leaves kindly | join, 


| To ſhelter love's vot'ries from harm. 


PHILL1S. 


Your arts I deſpiſe ; 
My virtue I prize ; 
Though poor, Iam richer than thoſe 
Who, loſt to all ſhame, 
Will barter their fame, 


For purchaſe. of gold and fine cloaths. 


AMORE r. 


You do me uch wrong; 
Such thoughts ne'er belong 


To the noble and generous breaſt; 


I meant but to en 


If Phillis would go 


And let Hyman make Amoret bleſy'd, | 


| PRIL Lis. 


If what you now ſay _ 
Your heart don't betrav, _ 


It gives me much pleaſure to find | 


LES 


1 


| 


My Amoret füll 
A ſtranger to ill, 


AMok ET. 
With joy I comply. 
PHILLIS. 
The dear nuptial tye 
- BOTH, | 


To- morrow two hearts ſhall unite. 
Ye lovers fo true, 
Let virtue in you 


The ſame inclination excite. 


”— W HEN 1 awake, with painful brow, 


'Ere the cock begins te crow ; 
Toſſing, tumbling, in my bed, | 


0 Aching heart and aching head; 


Pond, ring over human ills, 


| Cruel bailiffs. taylors bills; 


Ss . 
MC 


Fluſh and Pam thrown up at Loo : 
When theſe ſorrows ſtrike my View, 
J cry — 


| And, to ſtop the guſhing tear, 


4 Wipe i it with the pillow-bier, 


| But when ſportive ev'ning comes, 
1 Routs, ridottos, balls, and drums; Ry 


Caſinos here, Feſtinos there, 
Mirth aud paſtime ev'ry where; 


I Seated by a ſprightly lats, 
I] Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs : | 
{| When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 


Taylors, bailiffs, all forgot, 

I laugh 
Careleſs' then, what may befal, 
Thus I ſhake my ſides at all, 


1 f Thep, again, when I peruſe, | | 


And for wedlock's ſoft bondage inclin'd, | 
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O'er my tea, the morning news; 
Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes' _ 
Wanton wives, and cuckold ſpouſes ; 
When I read of money lent, 
At ſixteen and a half per cent. 

1 cry 


But if ere the muffin's gone, 

Simp'ring enters honeſt John; 
Sir Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
Waiting in a chaiſe and four,“ 
VM Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 

{ Swift I ſcamper down the ſtars 
And laugh 


So may this indulgent 8 

Who now, ſmilivg, grace my ſong, 

LNever more cry, oh! oh! oh! | 
But j join with me in ha! ha | ha! 


E T: O chee, 0 gentle ſleep: alone, 
Z Is owing all our peace; 
Zy thee our joys are heighten'd hewn, 
By thee our forrows ceaſe, 


The nymph, whoſe hand by fraud or e | 


Some tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 
y thee obtaining a divorce, | 
In her own choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh! ſtay, Arpaſia bids the ſtay; | 
The ſadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee not to Joſe, in day, = 
Ihe object of her care. 


o graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe 5 . 
That motion chaſ'd her ſleep: 

hus by ourſelves are often ae 
The griefs for which we weep. 


- grove, 
Ober To hide from dhe heat A che day; ; 


* 


- . 


1 
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ER ſheep hadin cluſters crept cloſe to a | 


7 3 


And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 

Among the ſweet violets lay : 

young lambkin' it ſcems, had been Role from 
it's dam, 

(Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 


That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his 
lamb, 


Arrive at the critical ſpot. 


As thro? the green —— for his lambkin ko 
peeps, 
He faw the fair nymph w vith farprits ; 


Ve gods, if ſo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe ſleeps, 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes; 


To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 


I'll homeward my lambkin to trace. 


But in vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, | 
For love held him faſt to the place, 


ants ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you 
Keep; 
I think you too doud on the ſpra 


Don't pi ou ſce, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's „ > | 
aſleep, 


You'll wake her as ſure as ' tis day. 


How dare that tond butterfly touch the Lveet 
maid ! 


Her checks he miſtakes for the roſe : 
T4 put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs would break her repoſe. 


| Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing 5 


ee, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you i 
I laid myſelſ down for to reſt me awhile, 


But truſt me I was not aſleep 


| The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a T x 


bow. 

He plac'd himſelf down by her ſide; 
And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 

But oa fe made her by bride, | 


U 72 | 1 NN 
A N D did you Oe! hear of a jolly young wa- 


ter man, 


Who at Black-friars Bridge us'd for to ply? 


He feather'd his oars with fuch {kill and dex 


Winningeachheart, anddelightingeach cye: | To you no ſou] ſhall bear deceit, 


terity, 


He look'd fo neat, and row'd fo ſtcadily, 
The maidens all lock*d in his boat ſo readily; ; 


And heey'd th h fo charm - 
e 1 THE FOUND 9 e | But when they learn that you hays bleſt 


ing an air, 
That this waterman ne*er was in want of a 
fare. 


What ſighits of fine folks he oft row'd in his 


wherry » 


35 , d 1 
Twas clean d out fo nice, al fo painte For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 


withal! 


He was always ſirſt cars, when tis fine city | 


ladies, 
In a partv to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall, 


And oftentimes wou'd they be gigling and 


leering, 


But twas all one to Tom, their giving aud 


jeering; 


For loving, or liking, he little did care, 


For this waterman ncer Was in Want of a fare. 


And vet, but to fee how ſtrangely things 


happen; 


A he row d along, thinking cf nothing | 


at all, 


b _ was phy'd by a damſel fo lovely and charm- I 


1 

* 

1 

iy 

{ 

: 

| 
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1 
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e 
N bat ſhe ſmil'd, and ſo ſtraightway i in love 
he did fall. 


SW And would this yoong d Ane but baniſh his | 


ſorrow. 


Ned wel her to-night, before 1 it was morrow: 


And ho ſhould this waterman ever know care, 


When hes marry'd, and never in want of a | 


fare? 


H A DI a heart for falſhood fram'd, 
+ Incer could injure you: h 
For tho? your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make me true 


No ftranger offer wrong: 
But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young” 


Another with your heart, 
| They'll bid afpiring paſſion reſt, 
And acta brother's part. 


Then, lady , dread not here deceit, 
Nor. tear to ſuffer wrong: 


Aud brothers in the y oung. 
Yy Ef portſmen draw near, and ye ſportfromen 


| too, 
Who aclights | in the] joys of the field; 


Mankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, ; 


And no one the conteſt will yield. 


His lordfhip, hisw orſhip, his honour, hisgrace, J 


A hunting continually go ; 


All ranks and degrees arc engag'di in the chaſe ; * ö 


Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 


To hunt for a mortgage or decd ; 


And rides to the commons full ſpeed : 
The patriot is thrown in purſuit o 
The poet, too, often lays low, 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. ; 


| While, fearleſs o, er hills and « o'er woodlands, 


we ſweep, 


Tho? prodes e on our paſtime may 6 


oy 


The huſband gets up, at the ſound of the horn | 


of his game; 


a S>23 dt: 3 ia i.» = 


How 


| How oft do they decency”: 8 e aver-loy; 
Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 
 Allranks and degrees atgengag'd in the chate, 


| THO! n man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 


| At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, . 


— 


| Wis thinks of the macks you thay place es 


That woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


When huſbands . their Wives will 


Awa with your doubts, your furmiſes, and | 
"Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 


To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world: 


= - he's > * 


And the fences of virtue break down. 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. | 
While woman's hard fate was love, ho- 
nour, obey; 
And the lords of creation muſt pull in their 
horns ; 


For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 


be free. | - 


rs, 

Enliſt at her banner, you'll yanquiſh with caſe, 

And _— of your huſbandewhat creatures you 
pleaſe ; 


ſee, 


When huſbands are e their wires will | 


be free. 


or'd, 


Your tongues ſhou'd be us'd as a two-edged ; 


{wor ; 


That ear-piercing weapon each huſband muſt 


dread, 


his head: 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 


1 
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The rights of your ſex, wou'd you . ; 


— hi 


— 


Domeſtic politeneſs mall fourifh again, 
When Women take coutage to govern the men; 


ſee, 
Tho! huſbards are Trumps ; their wires will be 
fees. 
a bee hb had abs 


T o * the ſoar 


* 
1 


loe's face, 


And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wud 
Imbib'd bo ſweet and mn! 
The honey on my lips I found, 
The ſting within my heart. 


gow) harwlef and fweet are the j joys of the 


| When, — 2 the village, een 


her * Ne 5 "A by 
per's mmons obey; 
While ſhities mer che 
of the night, . i 
So" ring the meadows, looks down 1 
elight, _ 1 
: Te fe jolly mortals f6 gay. 
AURELIA. 
Come, Julia, add one to the throng © 
That trip it the valley along + | 
T be ſound of our fett, 
Pleas' d echo ſhall beat, 
And n each cloſe of eur ſong. 


Auretis, my charmer, away. "Ty 
For once, turn the night into day; 
The joys of the wake, 


No more ſhall the wife, all meck as alamb, 
Re ſubjeft to, Zounds! ! do 8 know who] am? 


. — 


35 Ale, cyder, and cake, FT 
Forbid any mY delay. W 


Morte. 


Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world 


bright noon, radiant queen 


1 


Morsus. 


Bold youth, your addreſſes decline ; 4 


Ihe choice of theſe damſels reſign: 
Tho? grey are my locks, 
The herds and the flocks” _ 
That graze round the village are mine. 


DAMON. 


Permit me to aſk, as a friend, | 
To which of theſe girls you pretend! : 
Your plea ſhall be try'd, 
The fair-onc decide, oy 
And conteit in unton ſhall end. 


DELIA. 


Tho-, „MNMopſus, your riches I know, 
That plea I ſhall never allow; 
For wtyle a full bowl 
M, chirſt can controul, 

| Unhceded a river may flow. 


PILLS. 


| Good farmer! ſince female decree 
All 12 muſt bring to agree; 
I. et Colin be mine, 
Thy pelf I decline; 
Content and a cottage for me. 


_ JULIA. 


To end fruitlief cavils and noiſe, | 
Take, Stephon, my hand and my voice : : 
Away age and croſſes, 
A coach and fix horſees 
Shay? t draw me away fiom my choice, 


"0" O make the moſt of flecting time, 
Shou'd be our great endeavour : 


: For love: we both are in our prime, 


Tha time is nv or. Bever. 


* —— 


2 R 
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” 
a 


A thouſand charms und you play; ; 
No girl more brightor clever, 


| Then let us both agree to-day, 


l 


To- morrovy will be never. 


{I ncer ſhall be a better man, 


1 burn with love's high fever; 


| Pray now be kind, T know you can, 


Lou muſt nor aufer never. 


| Whilſt you, thus, Chloe, turn afide, . 


You fruſtrate my endeayour ; | 


# That face will fade, come down that pride, . 


Your time is now Or never. 


| N Ere for yourſelf or me too late, 


Say now, you're mine for ever; 


! I may be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 5 


My time is now or never. 


% 1 Do as 1 will with my 10 ain, 


He never once thinks I am wrong; 


i He likes none ſo well on the plain, 


I pleaſe him fo well with my ſong. 


A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight; 


He hears me with joy all the day; 


 T He's ſorry when comes the dull night, 


That haſtens the end of my lay. 


. Wich ſpleen and with care once oppreſs'd, 


He-aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, | 
And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſinile, 


7 100 when, or in mead, or in grove, 


By his flocks or the clear river-fide, | 
I fing-my beſt ſongs to my love, | 
Aud to charm him is grown all my gn : 


No beauty had Ito endear, 
No treeſure of nature, or art; | 
But my voice, which had gain'd on his ear, 


1 Be eee to his heart: 4; 


'To 
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To 


5 


1 caſe, 
— my 6. T1 
But let me notjealouly raiſe; : „„ 

I wiſh to enchant but my ſiuinñ 
Enough then for me is his piaiſe;  ' 

I fing but for him the lov?d ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth and beauty ma 

And your ſhepherds elude all 5 your 
Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, - 

And gain all your fwains to Your will. 5 


trad 


* Y 


(ME haſte to the wedding, ye 1 friends and 
ye neighbours, - 
The lovers their bliſs can no fonger delay ; 7 
Forget all your ſorrows, your care, and your 
tabours, : 


And lerev'ryhearr beatwith rupture to-day: . 


Ye vot'ries all, attend to my call, 

Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloy. 
Come, ſee rural felicity,” 

Which love and innocence ever enjoy. _ 
Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition; 


great; 
Tofuchwretched paſſions we gire no adm on, 
But leave them alone to hs wiſe. ones of] 1 
ſtate; 
health, 
In mirth andi in friendihipour moments em- 


loy. 
Come, ſee rural felicity, GGG... AT 


Wich reaſon we taſte of each heart- irring | 


pleafure, 
"hy " we Ele of the eee 
__ | | 


| 


$1 | 
- Then come at on bidding to this happy wed- | 


| Still croud to, and beat at the breaſt of the J | 


; 


n 


1 


1 


4 


jj 


Are jocund and ga -— be all within meaſure, | 
For fatal exceſs will enfl ave the free foul. 


ding, 
No care ſhall inerude, here, ourblifs to annoy. 


in cone, ſee rural felicity, &e, 


WITH TH tuneful pipe and merry glee, 
| Young Willy won my heart, 
A blyther 5 you could na ſee 
All beauty without art. 
Willy? s rare, and Willy's fair, 

And Willy's wond' rous bonny ; 
And Willy ays he'lF marry me 

Gin &er he'll marry ony. 


0 came you by yon water-ſide 
Pull'd you the roſe or lily, 
Or came you by yon meadow green, 
faw you my ſweet Willy. Os 
Winz s Fare, and Willy's fair, &c. 


| Syne now the trees are in their bloom 
And-flow'rs ſpread ver i ka field, bg 

I'll meet my lad among the broom | 

And lead him to my finaner's ſhjeld, 
Willy” s rare, and Willy” s fair, &c. 


Fr down on Banga' $ banks I ſtray'd, one 
evening in Miy, | 


The little birds, i in d.ytheft notes, made vo- 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and | & "M 


lay: © 


cal ev? 2 . 
eir little tales dt love, they dung 


They ſung 


them o'er and oer. FR 
Ah ! gramachree, ma eee ma Molly | 
aſhtore *! | 


The daify py*d, and all the Frweets, the down a 
af nature yields, | 


The primroſe pale, and vi let Ms wy ſcarter's | £0 
BI Sach . 
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Such ſragrance in the boſom lies of her whom | W 
adore. 
Ah ! gramachree, &c, = 


I laid me down upon a bank, bewailing mv 
| ſad fate, 
That doom'd me thus the flave of loye, and | 
ciruel Molly's hate; 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears 
her in it's core? 
Ah! gramachree, &c. | 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear ; Ah! why 
did I believe? 
Yet who could think ſuch tender words were 
meant but to deceive ? 
That love was all T aſk'd on earth, *, Heav'n n 
„ could give no more. mw 
Ah!] gramachree, &c. 


O! had I all the flocks that graze e on a 

| yellow hill, 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon 

| green paſture fill; 1 

: With her I love, I'd gladly ware my! Kine and 

1 fleecy ſtore. 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Twoturtle-doves, above my head, fatcourting | 
dn a bough, 


I and cop ; 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ee. but 


now, alas! *tig oer. 

Ah! gramachree, &. | 
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, thy loſs 
8 I &er ſhall mourn; | 
While life remains in Strephon's heart, 'twill 
beat for thee alone; 


5 1 envy'd them their happineſs, to ſce them bill f 


| 


"Tho? thou art falſe, may Hear n on thee it's 
cChoiceſt bleſſings j pour, T 
Ah! ee Ke. 


* 4 4 
OO ſwxeet bedecks the year, 


ſportive lambkins play, 


| 4 lilies ja each vale appear, 


And muſic wakes the day: 

With joy I meet my _ ſwain 
Come tripping o'er the lawn; 

| Then hand in hand we range the oy 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


Well pleay'd I hear his artleſs tale, 
While rural ſcenes delight; 

Beneath the beach in yonder dale, 
His muſic charms the night. 


When morn returns, I meet my ſwain 


Come tripping o'er the lawn; 
Then hand in 4 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


Without a bluſh to church III haſte 


With him who has my heart ; 
While love invites, no time I'll waſte, 
No more we'll ever part : 


And when returning with my ſwain, . - 


We trip it o'er the lawn; 


Ty hand in hand we range the plain, 


We'll hail the roſy dawn. 


Wann a captive to your charms, 75 
I enfold you in my arms; 
When I ſigh and ſwear I'm true, 
Think I love no girl but you ; 
But when I ſay your face is fair, 
And all of you beyond compare, 
Praiſe your mind and temper too, 
Love but him who loves but you. 


Whilſt I doat upon you more 


Thay ſhepherd did on nymph before, 


Can you bid the world adieu. 
Can you love, as I love you? 


O'er lands and waves with you Tl 177 | 
With ou II Uye, with Jo PI die! 1 


and we range the Plan, | 


* FRY W 


Vhate'er you'll have of me Pl do; 
Then think I none can love but you. 
Whilſt I breath my ardent flame, 
Has your boſom caught the ſame ? 
Let me have, dear girl, my due; 
Love him, then, 44 foves but you. 
Sweet your look, and fond your ſigh, 
To my wiſhes now comply: 
Hymen claims, to-day, his due ; 
Love me, then, as I love you. 


| (GUARDIAN Angels, now bots th me, 


Send, ah ! ſend the youth I love; ; 
Deign O Cupid, to direct me, 
Lead me through the myrtle grove. 
Bear my ſighs, ſoft floating air, 

Say I love him to deſpair ; ; | 
Tell him 'tis for him J grieve, 
For him alone I wiſh to live. 


'Mid ſecluded dells III wander, 
Silent as the ſhades of night, 
Near ſome bubbling rill's meander 
Where he erſt has bleſt my ſight ; "= 
There to weep the night away, 
There to waſte in ſighs the day. 


. O, ſic a le was never ew! 


Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore, 


And muſt I never ſee thee more? 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 

Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale, 

There with mournful accents ſwelling 

Oft repeat my loye-ſick tale; 
And the lark and Philomel 

Oft ſhall hear a virgin tell 

What the pain to bid adieu 

To joy, to happineſs, and you. 


M l y and I have toil'd 
he live * * $ day, 


——_ 


"1 
| 


| Her kerchy was of Holland clear, 


| | The roſe and lily baith ine 


= There! is nae beniſon like mine, 


| Then it was, old father care, 


; by Let the water-drinkers tell, 


Her hair was black as ane could wiſh; 


| Let Jeanny whiſper in his ear, 


| 0 The days when F was young ! Fong hd 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpight, 
I Talk'dof love the whole day long, 


| Truth, they ſay, lies in a well, 


Till we were almoſt boil, 
At makiug of the hay. 


Ty'd to her bonny brow ; 
I whifper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what is that to you ? 


Her ſtockings were of kerſey green, 
And tight as ony filk ; 


Her ſkin was white as milk. 
And ſweet, ſweet was her mou . 


Ah! Jeany daintily can Kiſs ; 
But what is that to you? 


To make my Jeany fair: 

I have amaiſt nae care. | 
But when another ſwain, my fair, 

Shall fay you're fair to view; 


Pray What is that to you | * 


And with nectar crown'd the night. 


Little reck'd I of thy frown 4: 
Half thy malice youth e>uld bear, 


And the reſt a bumper drown. 
© the days, &e. | 


Why, I vow. I ne'er could bes 


There! it val * for me; 
H 3 


: 1 * 
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For when Farting wine went round, 7 


| Stall, beneath thy age's froſt, 


| BY moſſy brook ans ee 5 


Teil me, ſweet maidens, bave ye ſeen 
The gentle Damon onthe green: 


Ihe graces twine his auburn hair; 
Loves in his ſunny eye- beams play, 5 


Saw ect wreaths of flow'rs he wove for me, 
L aſt night bencath the ane 3 
Bewirching are His tales of love, 


: AS Hebe was tending her ſheep other Men 


A rural youny ſwain came tripping that way, 


£ 9 3 
| The yourh was a Ane to trouble and — 


Never ſaw I falft ood's max; 


Put ſtili honeſt tru h I found, 


In the bottom ot each fakk 15 


O rhe days, &c. . 
True, at lengt! my vigour's flown, 


{ have years © bring decay; 
Few the forks that now I own, 
And the fow I have are grey 
Vet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boa t, 
While thy Cpirits do woe tire, 


Glows al park of youthful fire. 
O the days, &c. 


1 rendly feek my thepherd ſwain; 


Avvid the danger white you may, 
He'll ſteal your tendet hearts away. 


Perſuaſion ſmiles whene'er he ſpeaks, 
And rofy dimples deck his checks, 


Blooming as health, as Hebe fair, 


That ſtole my tender heart away. 


ww 


Propmous may they ever prove : 
For Dawon, gentle, kind, and gay, 
Has fivie my tender heart away. 


Where the warblers whiſtle and ſing, 
"wb brit aud as blithe as 2 _ 


% 


| 
{ 
| _ the inill, 
| 
| 
| 


Contentment e' er guided his will, 


Ver erer regarded the ſiniles of the fair, 


Though always bred up ina mill. 


Love ftole inhisbreaſtatthe ſight of the maid, 


For he could not her charins bur adore ; 
And if chou art cruel, dear Hebe,“ he ſaid, 


I ſurcly ſhall love you the more.“ 


Such tenderneſs melted her into ſurprize, 
(For Hebe was never unkind) 

And all of a ſudden love glow'd in her er es, 
Which ſpoke rhe dictates of her mind. 


{| They fat chemſel ves downar the foot of a hill 


And chattcd together ſo free, 
Till Ralph, the young ſwain, made figns 1 to 


Whilk claſping the ny mph on his knee; 


And thus, in a tranſport, the miller reply'd, 


hy charms, deareſt girl, are divine!“ 


Then preſs'd her tweet lips, and with * 


RR cry'd, 
40 Hebe conſent to be mine. 


She liften'd attentive to all his quail, 1 
And freely oomply'd to his will; 


; And no, ta her folace, ſhe's married, and pleſt 


| Witch honeſt young Ralph of the mill. 
Peace follows their tootſteps wherever they go, 
In blifs all their hours are ſpenc ; 


| 
wy But, Jeaders of faſhion, I'd have you to know, 
5 8 Their cc happineſs flows from content.“ 


3 CWEET thruſh, cine makes theoital yea: 


Swerter than Flora can appear, 
As Philomel attends thy lay. 
She envies the return of day. 


| 
, | The cuneful lyre, and ſwelling lune, A 
| * dien n 9 


Vorn 


| Vocal wiinkire!; thy ſoft lay: 
_ Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hack! how the black-bird wooes his love, 
 _Theſkill'd muſician of the grove ; 
On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly fings, 
A cadence for the ear of kings; 
Sublime and foft, gay and ſerene, 
A virginal to hail a queen. 
Nature's mukic thus improves 
All the graces and che loves. 


5 PALEMON, ſeated by his fav'rite waid, 
The ſylvan ſcenes with extaſy ſurvey d: 1 
Nothing could makethe fond Alexis bord 4 
For Daphne had been abſent half the day; 
Dar'd by Palemon for a paſtoral prize, 
* N (in his turn) | Alexis tries. 


PALEMON. 


| This breeze by the river how charming and 
ſoft? 

How ſmooththe graſs carpet! how green! 

wan, {weet ſings the lark, as * carrols 
aloft; 

His mukic enlivens the ws: 

A thouſand freſh flow*rets unuſually gay, 

The fields and the foreſts adorn; 


4 


| x ne'er Gwthe 


: 


: 
I 


PALRMOx. 


hedge in ſuch excellent on, 
The lambkins more wantonly gay! 
My cows ſeem to breathe a more pleaſing par- 
fume, - 
And brighter than common the day! 
If any dull thepherd ſhould fooliſhly aſk, 


So rich why the landſcapes a r? 
To give a right anſwer, how ealy my tak! 
| Becauſe my fweet Phillida's here. 


ALEXIS. 


The ſtream chat ſo muddy move flowlyaloag, | 
Once roll'd in a beautiful tide; 5 
It ſcem'd o'er the pebbles to murmur a ſong, 
But Daphne ſat then b my ſide : ] 
See---ſce--the ſweet maid oer the meadow the 
hies! | 
Quite alter'd already the ſcene! | 
How limpid the ſtream is! how. gay the blue 
Kies! . 
_ The hills and the hedges Saw groen'? . ! 


N a ſwcet healthy air, on a farm of my own, 
Half a mile from the church, and juſt tuo 
from a town, 


| I pluck'd me ſorne roſes- -the children of May! { Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for caſe, 


And could not find one with a thorn. 
:  ALExX1s. 


The fries are quite clouded too boldis the 
___ breeze! 
Dull vapours deſcend on the plain; 3 

Theventure' s all blaſted that cover'd yon trees 
The birds cannot a ſtrain! 
La ſearch for a chaplet my temples to bind, 

All day as I ſilentiy rove, 

I can't find a flow“ ret, not one to my wind. 

| "IEA in garden, . 


{ 


| But your fine folks of London wy do as they - g 


| 


Im y*s a5 ancient, yet does not complain; 5 


W 


pleaſe. 


| By my freehold, *tis true, I'm entitled towntes ; 
But, becauſe I will never be wrong, if [know't, 


I'll adhere to no one, till each party agrees; 


But your wy folks at London, &c. 


„and upwards, I never knew pain, 


1" the flocks of my on 1 . conty uf 


warm frize; 


| But your fine folks of London, 4. 


I ne'cr was at Jaw in the courſe of my life, 
Nor injur'd a neighbour in daughter or wife; 
To the poor have lent en but never took 

fees, | 

But your fine folks at London; &c. 


Inc'er had ambition to viſit the great, N 


Yet honour my king, and will ſtand by the ſtate, 


By the church, and dear freedom, in all it's 
degrees; 

But your fine folks at t London may do as — 
pleaſe. 


A S thro? the grove I chane'd to er | 
I met young Phillis on her way ; 

I flew like lightning to her arms, 

And gaz'd in rapture on her charms ; 


Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


With eager haſte I ſtole a kiſs, | | 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs; _ _ 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, . 
And call'd ine bold preſuming clown; 
While I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 


In tender ſighs I told my love, 
And pledg'd my faith on things above; 
But ſhe, | like all her ſex, was coy, 
And, tho” I ſwore, would not comply; 
Vet! perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 
But ſtall:ſhe cry?d, O fye tor e. 


When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, - 

Will lovely Phillis be my bride; 
For hark, I hearthe tinkling- bell; 

To chur ch let's go? it pleas'd! her well ; 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 


Bur Rill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's bands have made us one, 
| The) JoY.3 we. : taſte't to! i fow are ö 


| 


nas, 


| 


No jealous fears our boſoms move. 
For conſtant each, we truly love; 
She now declares 1 m not to blame, | 


| Nor longer cries, O fye for ſhame. 


Damon. | 
FJASTE, haſte, Phillis, haſte ! tis the firſt 


of the May; 
Hark, the goldfinches ſing, to the woods let 8 


a wah 


| We'll pluck the pale primroſe ; nay, ſtart not 


my dear, 


| 1 ve ſomething to whiſper alone in youre ear. 


PHILLIS. 


Excuſe me, fond ſwain; it has often been ſaid 

The wood is unſafe for a maiden to tread ; | 
I | And awither'd old gipſey, one day I eſpy'd, 
Bade me ſhun the thick wood, an 


1 lome- 
_ beſide, 


DAMON. 


Tis all a mere fable, there's nothing to right, 
There's muſic all day, and no ſpectres at night; 


No creature but Cupid, believe me, is there; 
And Cupid's an urchin TP OY can't fear. 


| For all I could 83 1 Sa at the wood, | 


Who knows your deſigns ; you might dare to 
be rude ! 


So 1 bid you farewell, and confeſs I'm afraid, 
Leſt 5 and you are too hard for a maid. 


DAMON. 


L His dictates you wiſely. atonceſhou'd approve ; | 
For, pray what is life? tis a pain without love : 


Think how youth, like the raſe, tho? unga- 
ther'd, will fade; 


| Then quickly comply, leſt you die an old maid, 


—_— MM NTT 


* 


_ 
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Wich; Joy I'll away, and adieu to all fear. 


1 1 


pn I Is. 


B language a as artful poor Daphne was won ; 
By ls courted, the yielded, was trick'd . 


undone : 


N than truſt the ſine things you have 
aid 


Let my beauty decay, and I die an old maid. 
DAMON, 


Believe not I'm faithleſo and falſe asthe wind, 
I'll be true as the turtle, as fond and as kind; 
Will lead you to pleaſures untaſted before, 
And make you my bride: can a mortal do more? 


PHILL1S. 


Then at once ! comply, for I cannot ſay, n. no; 
To-morrow to church with my ſhepherd I'll go; 
To the wood next tho Cupid ſo talk'd of be 


5 _ . but a rural EY | 


there, | 


PHILLIS. 


ſwer, no, no. 
 DamoN. 


Ye ſwains, ſhould your- fair ones bo deaf 1 to 
you ſtill, | 
You muſt wear the ſoft chain, then chey'l go 
where you will. 


I Met young Damon, t other day, 
And near me as he drew, ES k 

No ſwain, methought, e' er look'd ſo Bay ; 
Upon my word tis true, | 

With ardent bliſs, my lips he preſt ; 
Pray, what could Phillis do? 

I frown'd, but faith I frown'd in Its. 
You my da tis true. 


4 


(A theme to me quite new) 
Of angels ——Heav'n 
And vow'd that all was true. 


As ftill more fond he grew a 
I liſten'd to his tale with joy; 
Upon my word 'tis true. 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; ; 


| His freedom vain I ſtrove to * Si. 


Upon my word *tis true, 


| With bluſhes ſpread I look'd conſent, 


Felt joys but known to few ; 


| For then I found what Damon meant, 


And all he ſaid was true. | 


And]I er only ſwain, 


8 | To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 


Ye nymphs to the wood never venture to £0; 
Till the prieſt joins your hand, you mult an- 


| 


AS on the verdant plain ; 

Oh! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 

To pleaſe my lov 5 ww 

While * all ſenſe of 2 we're freed, 
Beneath an oaken ſhade. 


When lambkins under hedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky; 

Then to our oaken ſafe retreat, 

| We'd both together hie! 


There I'd * my vows of love 


Unto my charming fair, 


Let others fancy courtly joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe; 


The ſhepherd figh'd, and ralle'd of love ; 


My boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 


and pow'rs above; 5 


IWukilſt her dear flutt' ring heart would prove 0 
A mind like mine ſincere. 


1 Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, | 
74 Could ne'er my fancy 1. 1 1 
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1 cry, Ceale, dear lambkins, you ſporting and... 


| 


I Nanny e ry joy e {AG 
Wich grace and blooming youth, 
Sincerity and virtue ſhines, | 

Wich modeſty and truth. 


| WArT, O Cupid ! to Laser 
| Sighs that rend my tender breaft ; 
Whilf i ftray in groves meander, 
Bid kim fly to make me bleft. 
_ Pwaling rills be gently flowing, 
| ning s your ſweets Gly; 5 
Sooth a heart's inceſſant glowing, 
Witk content my fancy fill. 


Haſte, ah, hafte! my lover to. me, 
Fear not, now, my cold diſdain : . 
While, ſweet ſhepherd, you vs of me, 
| To keep my heart I firive in vain. | 


O Damon, believe not your Jenny” a untrur 
Nor think. that ſhe's kalte and inconſtant 
to you; 
Think yontow'ring mount of itſelf frallremove 
Ere, Damon, you doubt of the truth of my love. 


| | You clear cryſtal fream ſhall the mountains 
| o'erflow, 


And on the hard rock the pale primroſe ml 


blow; 
In queſt of the tion the lambkin ſhall range, 
Exe Jenny's fix'd paſſion ſhall leſſen or change | 
Upon the fmooth green, when the ſhepherds 
.._ .- K4Vance; -- 
To hail May's w, with the tabor and 


1 ance, 
If Damon is abfent, 1 quis the glad throng, 
And join my complaints to the 3 
5 ſong. 
The pain which I nen flock ſeems kno | 
| And Lrolick. and da as to lellen *. | 


1 1 met with 
IA form ſo 1 
And I found (tho? a clown) I was ſmitten 


play, 
You cannot delight while my Damon's away. 


| | Notoit ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in fight, 


The ſun's piercing rays can in ſummer delight 


And winter's rude tempeſts ſhall ſtill find me 


gay, | 
| F or, bleſt with my ſhepherd, each month will 
| be May. e 


As 1 went to che wake that is bela en the 


green, 
young Phebe, as blithe as a queen; 


ivine might an anchoret move, 


with love : 


| | So Tafſk'd for a Kiſs, but me, bluſhing reply d 


Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you mult be deny d. ö 


Lovely Phebe, I cry'd, don't aſſect to be ſhy» 

I vow I will kiſs you--here's nobody by; 

No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, tis the fame ; 

For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame : 
So pray ay let me go, I ſhall ſurely be mifs'd; 

 Befades, I'm reſobv'd that Iwill not be kifs'd. 

Lord we me! I cry'd, Im furpriz'd you re · 
| fufe ; 


| A few harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe : 


The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 
So come my dear girl, to the wake let us rove. 
; No, Damon, ſhe cry d, I muſt firſt be your wife 
[.You chien ſhall be welecine to kiſs me for life. 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the church 1 
| us go, 
But after dear Phebe muſt never 


"RR 
Do Hs but true, (he reply” 0 vou falt b 


I'll ever be e r and har | 


— 


Io root out the natives at ger fo dear : 
F | 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 


T_ 83 J 


80 1 kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe u ne'er er Gaye ſhe 
won't, 


And I ki her fomuch, that Iwonder ſhe don't I 


REHOED this fair gobler, *rwas cart 'd from | 

the tree, 

Which, oh. myſweet Shakeſpeare, wasplantod 1 

1 "thee ; : 

As a relick | I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine ; 3 

What comes from thy hand muſt be ever 
divine. 

Al ſhall yield to the mulberry-tree ; 

Bend to thee 


——— 


ZBleſs'd mul 


! TT TS, 
— Matchleſs was he : 5 As the genius of Shakeſpeare ourſhines the 


IT ̃ bat planted thee, 
had thou, like him, immortal 1 


Ve trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 
Who ſpread round your branches ;, Whoſe heads 
{weep the cy; 


here, 


Preſerv'd once our king, and will always our 
coaſt: 


Of the fir we make ſhips : there are thouſands £ 


that fight; 
But one, only one, * our Shakeſpeare can 


write. 


All ſhall, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay mynle bow? rs, 
Pomona in. fruit-trees, and Flora in flow'rs ; 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
With 7 ſo / eeteſt of flow 'rs, and the faireſt 
| 0 ruit. | N 


1 


With learning and bn the well kr. 


ter'd birch 
Supplies law and phyßc, and grace for the 
church ; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpearewe find, 
He gives the beſt "hyſic for body and mind. 
All thalt, &c. 


| The fame of the patron gives fame tothe tree; 


From him and his meritsthis takes it's degree : 


| Give | Phœbus and Bacchus theix laurel and 


vine, 


5 } The tree of « our —— is ail more 


divine. 


All ſhall, &c. 


bright day, 


More raptute than wine to the heart can | 


convey ; 


| So gee wa which he planted, by making 15 
A Ye curious exotics, whom raſte has brought | 


i All ſhall, &c. 


Then each take a relicof this hollow wee, 


From folly and faſhion a charm let it be; 
Let's fill to the planter the cup to the brim, / 


To honour your country, do notes him. | 
All ſhall, &c. 77 3g | 


THE ſmiling morn, the alas arias; 
Invite the chearful birds to ſing ; 
And, while they warble on each pray, | 

Love melts the univerſal lay : 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, | 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in foft raptures waſte the day 
Among the birks of Endermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 


All ſhall, &c. 


| And age, life's Aer, will "pers 
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Fell foul of an ale-houſe, and thinking it fin | 
To paſs without calling, reel'd 7 in. 


To be dreſt and fervd up in the old Engliſh 


At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade : 


Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

The feather'd ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop, and we Geaſs | 
Adieu the birka f En | 


s of Endermay. 
Behold the hills and vales around, 


With lowing herds and flocks abound; 


The wanton kids, and friſking lambs, 
Gambol and dance about their dams; 
The buſy bee, with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice: 


Let us, like them, then, fing and 1 5 bY 


About the birks of Endermay. 


2 A Jolly briſk tar, but a little time ſince, 


As bold as a beggar, as drunk as a prince | 


Derry down, &c. 


Scarce ſeated was he, when the landlord paſs d 


b 


eye; 


By the main- maſt, a fail, boys! then he tape | 


from his place, 


| | 
And graſping his bludgeon, gave orders for An din eakin 8 behin a, e the arms of the | 


chace. 
Derry down, &c. 


: Now it happened together ſome „ 


were met, 


Reſolving ſoup-meagre and frogs to forget, 
Convinc'd of their error, commanded this 


feaſt, 


e 
Day dow n, de. 


ö 


Ys 
With pudding andbeef, which artrafted Jack's | 


| When t 


6 


F 


1%] 


At the heels of the landlord the raitor appears, 


| And makes the room ring with three Britiſh 


cheers; 
Then he fits himſelf down without further 
debate, 
Andclaps an old quid i in his next neighbour's 
plate. 
Derry down, &c. 


Sure nothing could equal the NE FIN s 

ſurprize, 

they ſhrugg'd up their ſhoulders, and N 
turn'd up their eyes; | 

From one dropt a ha, and the other a hem, 


I Al! gap' d at the land lord, the n at them. 
(] 5 


Derry down, & c. 
One, more bold than the reſt byhis brethren? 3 


advice, 

Made a ſneaking attempt to come in for a ſlice; 

Jack, cutting his hand, 8 gave him a 
check, | 

| Cry'd, Down with your arms, or ru ſoon 
ſweep the deck. 

Derry down, &c. 


The 2 enrag' d, new be hom | 
afar | 


tar 
J have bile ſays he, but he cou'd ſay no more, 


Ere he found his dull 225 wes his heels 


ſtood before. 
Derry down, &c. 


| The landlord thus ſprawling, the Frenchmen 
unite, 


Rag rakes up ay knife as popes for the 


Young Colin he whiſtles all day, | 


SN 


think ; 


strike, ſtrike, 05 frog-caters, ſtrike, 8 


or you ſin 


Derry down, &c. 


So ſaying, he handled his truſty oak Rick, 


And hy in his broad- ide ſo ſtout and lo 
t 


$0 wall play's his part, in a minute, that four 


Were decently laid with their hoſt on the —— 
Derry down, &c. 


The reſt all diſmay'd attheir countrymen fate 
For fear that Jack's ſtick ſhould alight on 


their pate, 


Acknowledg'd him vigor, and lond of . 
Withal humbly i * to ws tos their lain. 


Derry down, & c. 


| Taree cheers then he gave, but infited that 


they, 
For the beef, for the pudding and porter ſhould 


pay 3 


They agreed; ; fo the ſailor reel'd off with his 


wench, 


French. 
| Derry down, &c. 


BY the fide of the ſweet River Tay, 


Or elſe on the banks of the Tweed, 


Or merrily pipes on his reed. 
Hrs mind is a ſtranger to care, 
For he is blithe, bonny, and fn ; 
At harveſt, at wake, and at fair, 
No ſwain is ſo chearful as he, 


At ere, W we * on the green, 


08-7: 


Of quarters , cries Jack, 1 wou'd not have you | 


So pleaſing his air and his mein, 
So gaily he trips it along ! 

The laſſes his manners adore, _ 
And ſtrive his affections to gain; 


When abſent, for him they deplore, 


All ſigh for the ſmiles of the ſwain. 


But I ain the girl to his mind, 
He choſe me above all the ret, 


And vows that to me he'll be kind, 


And ſung as he reel'd, Down, down with the | 


With me he will ever be bleſt. 
The maidens all envy my bliſs, 
And tell me I'm ſimple and vain; 


* I'm not diſpleaſed at this, 


Not heed their Fg and 1 diſtin, 


1 lon lon the een of the age, 
2 | 


T Thor: ribbling ſons of ſtrife, 
Have dar'd a crow -quill war to wage 
With dames of higher life,, 
I am the ſex's championeſs, 
And now ſtand forth alone, 
Prepar'd to reſcue and redreſs 


he ladies of the Ton. 


Ye fair who taſte and faſhion love, | 
I ſummon to my ſong, 


To all the world I'll plainly prove, 


We never can do wrong. 


| Tho? trifling duties we negleCt, 


To modiſh life unknown, 


Tis ſenſe and reaſon ſtill direct 


The ladies of the Ton. 


8 If glad we ſeek the midnight hour, | 


Which others ſnore away, 
'Tis but to reconſider more 


| i The labours of the day. 
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How ſprightly he joins in the throng ; : 
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] But fondly ke ſtill nearer reſs'd, 


© all the night we e pan at whiſt, 

'Tis for reflection done, p 

in hopes our mem'ries to aſſiſt, 
And fit us for the Ton, 


Tf, dreading pointed ridicule, 

To huſbands we ſeem loth, 

And with our lovers play the fool, 
"Tis tenderneſs for both, 

For kind to theſe the world derides, 
And harſh to thoſe they moan, 

So pure compaſſion only guides 
The ladies of the Ton. h 


If in our coaches bent in two, 
We're tortur'd every day, 
It proves how much wecan go through. 
When faſhior leads the wa | 
Then mz: ids pow'r, ve — and lars, 
For faſnion, have J ſhewn, | | 
May break the necks, if not the hearts, 
Of ladies of the Ton. 


W The ſweets of ſpring diſcloſes, 
As I one morning ſinging lay 
Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Jamie, whiſking o'er the mead, 
By geud luck chanc'd to ſpy me, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently fat down by me. 
O my bonny Jamie, O!. | 
I care not tho' the world ſhould know 
Ho dearly I love Jamie, O | 


The ſwain, tho? I right mickle prize, 
Yet now I wad na ken him, | 

But with a frown my heart diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him; 


c 


| | He ſeiz?d m. 


Bi 


WIE 


HERE new-mown ky. on winding Tay, Y 
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And, at my feet down lying, 
His beating heart it thump'd *. fat, 
I thought the lad was dying. 

O my bonny Jamie, &c. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry accents feigning, 
I often ks ſhot him by, 
With words fu' of diſdaining; 
hand, and nearer drew, 
And rently chiding a' my pride, 
So ſweetly did the werber woo, 
1, bluſhing, vow'd to be his bride. 
O my bonny Jamie, 01 
I care not tho? the world outs know 
How dearly I love Joie. Oo! | 


N hs was 'refoly'd to create the 
round earth, | | 
He ſubpœned the virtues divine; 1 
Voung Bacchus he fat præcedentum of mirthz 
And the toaſt was, wit, women, and wine. 


| The ſentiment tickled the ear of each god; 


Apollo he wink'd to the nine; 
And Venus gave Mars, too, a fly wanton nod, 
When ſhe drank to wit, women, and wine.” 


Old Jove ſhook his ſides, and the cup pu 
e Arend, 
While Juno, for once, look'd divine; 
Theſe bleſſings, fays he, ſhall on earth now 
abound, 
And the toaſt | is, wit, women, and wine, 


Theſe are Joy s worthy gods, which to mortals 
are giv'n, 


* 


Says Momus : who will not repine ? 


For 


This 


: | ed 4 


F or what's wah our notice, pray tell me, in 


heav'n, 
If men have wit, women, and wine. 


ke you'll repent, I'll lay fifty to ſeven ; 
uch attractions no pow'r can decline; 


0 Jove, by yourſelf you'll ſoon keep houſe 
in heav'n, 


For we follow wit, women, and wine. 
Thou'rt right, ſays old Jove, let us hence to 


the earth, 
Men and gods think variet fine ; 
Who'd ftay in the clouds, when good-nature 
and mirth 


Are below, with wit, women, and wine ? 3 


ah! 

15 the tabors, I'II hand thec along ; ; 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. - 

While the lads, cc. 


Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won 
the dow'r, 
With his mates ſhall the ſports have be 
When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds from 
each bow'r, 
And thou long'ſt in thy heart to make one. 
While the lads, c. 


Thoſe joys which are harmleſs, what monel 
can blame? 


'Tis my maxim, that youth ſnould be free; 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are 
the ſame, 
Believe me, thou'lt prefontly fee. 
While the . &. 


ö 


| 


CoM ye > lads who wiſh to ſhiae, 
Brieke? in future ſtory 

Haſte to arms, and form the line 
That leads to martial glory ! | 

Charge the muſquet, point the lance, 
Brave the worſt of dangers ; 

Tell the bluſt'ring ſons of 3 
That we to fear are ſtrangers. 


Britain, when the lion's rous'd, 
And her flag is rearing, 


Always finds her ſons diſpos'd 


To drub the foe that's daring. 
Charge the muſquer, &c. 


Hearts of oak, with ſpeed advance x 


| F Pour your Kaka thunder 


* the lads of the village ſhall mer- | 


On the trembling ſhores of France, 5 
And ſtrike the world with wonder. 


Charge the muſquet, &c. 
Honour for the brave to ſhare 


ES |} 


Is the nobleſt booty; 
Guard your coaſt, protect the fair, 
For that's a Briton's duty. 


What if Spain, to take their parts, 
Form a baſe alliance; 

Alt unite, and Englith hovers | 

May bid the world defiance. 

Beat the drum, the trumpet found, 

Manly and united; 

Danger face, maintain your ground, 

And ſee your country  righted A 


So the fife - beat che dune my 
ſtandard repair, 


| All ye lads who will conquer or die; 


1 Ar requeſt of my ſex, as a * I'm here, 4 
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The men- 5 courage and velour 60 try : 
Tis your king and your country now call for 


your aid, 
And the ladies command you to go; 


By methey announce it,and you, who'reafraid 


Or refuſe, our vengeance ſhall know. 


Then firſt to the ſingle · · theſe things I declare, 


(So eacli maiden moſt firmly decrees, ) 


Not a kiſs will be granted, by black, m—_ 


or fair; 
Not an ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueeze. 


IJ 0 the married - if they but look glum, or 


ay, Noe, 
Should the monſieur dare bluſter or nuff, 


heads ſhall YEE 
A word to the wiſe is enough. 


Theſe puniſhments we've in terrorem Pro- 


claim'd; 


But ſtill, toute your courage Is lacking.” 5 


As our ee retort, this reſolve mall be 
nam'd, 


| Which, egad! will ſoon ſend you all packing | 
0 the breeches aſſume——“ pon my honour 


'tis true 1 
So determine, maids, 3 and wives; 


| Firſt we'll march----beat the French---then 


march back, and beat you-—— 
Aye, and wear 'em the reſt of our lives. 


15 M Y time, O ye muſe: was happily ſpent, 


Wien Phebe went with me wherev er [ 
Went; 


| Ten thouſand ſoft x pleaſures I felt in my breaft; 
Sure never fond {ſhepherd like Colin was bleſt! 


But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 


What a maryeltjoun change. on a ſudden Ifind ! 


[8] 
When things: were as fine as could poſſibly be 
I thought 'twas the ſpring, but, alas! it was ſhe. 


| With ſuch a companion to tend a few ſheep, 
To riſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleepy - 


I was ſo good-humour'd, fo chearful and gay, 
My heart was as light as a feather all day. 
But now I fo croſs and fo peeviſh am grown, 
So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known; 
Myſair- one is gone, and myjoysareall drown'd 


a pound. 


The fountain that wont to run fwectly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs the 


We've determined, nem. con. that their fore- | Zhouknow'R, little Cupidgif P 


bblesamong, 
ebe was there, 
'T was pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear: 


But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by it's de, 
| And ſtill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide; 

Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I go in pain! 
Peace there with your bubbling and | Deg me 


complain! 


When my lambkins around me would often- 


times play, 
And when Phebe and I were as joyful as they, 


How pleaſant their ſporting, how Happy the 


time, 


When ſpring, 5 25 and beauty, were all in 


their prime ! 
But now in their frolicks when by me they 
paſs, 
I fling ar their feces an handful of graſs : 
Beſtill, then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 


| To. ſee you fo merry, while I am ſo fad. 


1 


| My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee, 
Come wagging his tail to my fair-one and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my dog, ſaid, 


| Come! hither, poor ON; and * his head. 
: | | | But 


And my heart, I am ſure, AY more than 


r 8 33 Va: .- 
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Made fo. many beautiful proſpecke ariſe. 
Sweet muſic went with us both all the wood 


L % 1 


But now, „ dfawning, Ivitha ſour look | 
Cry, Sirrah ! and gave him a blow with my 


crook : 


And I'll give him another ; for why ſhould | 


not Tray 
Be as dull as his maſter, when Phebe's away. 


When walking with Phebe, what ſights have 
I ſeen ! 


How fair was the flower, how freſh was the | 


ren! | 


What a lovely appearance the trees and the | 


ſhade, 


The corn- fields and hedges, and ev'ry thing 


made | 
Bur ſince ſhe has left me, though all are Rill 


there, 
. ; 


mee"), 


The lark, linnet, throſtle, 100 nightingale too; 


Winds over us w hiſper'd, floclis byus did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet: 
But now ſhe is abſent, tho? ſtill they fing on, 


The woods are butlonely, themelody' s gone; 


Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 


Gave ev'ry thing elſe it's agrecable ſound. 


Roſe, what is become of thy delicate hue ? 
And where is the violet's beautiful blue? 
Does au ht of it's ſweetneſs the bloſſoms be- 
| uile? * 


That meadow, thoſe * why do they n not 


ſmile? 


Ab! x rivals! 1 ſee what its was that 25 dret 5 oy 


And made yourſelves fine for; a a Place in het 
brealt : | / 


{ You put on your colours to pleaſure her eye, 
To be pluck'd by her hand, on her boſom to die: 


How ſlowly time creeps, till my Phebe return; 
While amidſt the ſoft Zepliyr's cool breezes 1 
burn; 


tread, 


melt down the lead. 
Fly ſwifter ye minutes, bring hither my dear; 


here. 


Ah! Colin! old time is ſo full of delay, 


| | Nor will budge one foot faſter, for all mou 
They none of them now ſo delightful appear; | | 


Twas — but the magick, I find, of her 


canſt ſay. 


| Will no pitying power that heark me  complainz : 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? | 
To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion | 


remove: 

But what ſwain is ſo filly to live without love? 
No, deity, bid the dear yo to return, 
For ne'er was poor ſhepherd fo ſadly forlorn. 


fair. 


T RN, VR bins of the dale, 
And guide my lonely way, 


To where yon taper chears the vale 


With hoſpitable ray. 


For here forlorn and loſt I tread, | 
With fainting ſteps and flow : _ 
Where wilds, immeaſurably ſpread, 
Seem lengthening as 1 80. 


Meihinks, if I knew w hereabout he would 


I could breathe on bis wings, and would 


And reſt ſo much longer for 't, When ſhe 1s 


P 


* —— 1 22 


Ah! what ſhall I do ! I ſhall die with deſpair! 
| Take heed, all ye dm how 82 love one 0 


Forbear- 
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Forbear, my fon, (the hermit cries, ) 


o tempt the dangerous glogm ; 


3 For vonder phantom only flies 


To lure thee to thy doom. 


Here to the houſeleſs child of want, 


My door is open ſtill; 
And cho' my portion is but ſcant, 
I give it with good will. 


Then turn to- night, and freely ſhare | 


Whate'er my cell beſtows ; 


My ruſhy couch, and frugal fare, 


My bleſſing and repoſe. 


— 


No flocks that range the valley free, 


To ſlaughter T condemn : 


Taught by that Power that pities me, | | 


T learn to pity them. 


| But from the mountain's graſſy ſide, | 
— A guiltleſs feaſt I bring; 
A ſcrip with herbs and fruits ſupply d, 


And water from the ſpring. 


Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forcgo, 


For carth- born cares are wrong : 


Man wants but little here below, 


Nor wants that little long. 


Soft as the dew from heav'n deſcends, | 


His gentle accents fell; 


The modeſt ſtranger Jowly bends, 


And tollow's to the cell. 


Far in a wilderneſs obſcure, | 


The lonely manſion lay; 


A refuge to the neighbouring poor, 


And ſtranger led aſtray. 


No ſtores beneath it's humble match 


| 1 a maſter's scare; 


0+ 


| 


1 
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The wicker opening with a latels, | 
Receiv'd the harmleſs pair. 


And now when buſy crowds retire 
To revels or to reſt, 


| The hermit trimm'd his little fire, 


And chear'd his penſive gueſt : 
And ſpread his vegetable 7 

And gaily preſt, and ſmil' d; 
And ſkill'd in £1, mann} l. lore, 

The ling'ring hours beguil'd. 


Around in ſympathetic mirth 
It's tricks the kitten tries; 
The cricket chirrups on the hearth; 
The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart 
To ſoothe the ſtranger's woe; 

For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 


His rifing cares the hermit ſpy'd, 
With anſwering cares oppreſt: 

And whence, unhappy 2 (he ery', 5 
The ſorrows of thy breaſt ? 


From better habitations ſpurn'd, 
Reluctant doſt thou rove ; 

Or grieve for friendſhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? 


Alas !, the joys that fortune brings, 
Are trifling, and decay; =p 
And thoſe that prize the paltry things, 
More trifling ſtill than they. 1885 


And what is friendſhip but a name,” 
A charm that lulls to ſleep; * 
A ſhade that follows wealth or kn 


But leaves the wretch to * * | 
e | And 


nd 


And love} 1s nin an emptier fourd, 


The modern fair-one's jeſt : 
On earth unſeen, or only found 
To warm the turtle's neſt. 


For ſhame, fond youth; th ſorrows haſh, 
And ſpurn the ſex, (he fa aid) 

But while he ſpoke, a riſing bluſh 
His love-lorn gueſt betray'd. 


Burpriz'd! he ſees new beauties riſe, - 


Swift mantling to the view; 


Like colours o' er the morning Kics, 


As bright, as tranſient too. 


The baſhful look, the riſing breaſt, 
Alternate ſpread alarms : 


The lovely ſtranger ſtands confeſt 


A maid in all her charms, 


And, ah! forgive a ſtranger rude, 


A wretch forlorn, (ſhe cry'd;) 
Whoſe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 


Where heaven and you reſide. 
But let a maid thy pity ſhare, 


Whom love has taught to ſtray ; 


Who ſeeks for reſt, but finds deſpair 


Companion of her way. 


"My father liy'd beſide the Tyne, 


A wealthy lord was he; 


| And all his wealth was mark'd for n mine, 


He had but only me. 


To vin me from his tender arme 


Unnumber'd ſuitors came: 


Woo prais'd ine for imputed charms, 1 


And felt or feign'd a flame. 


Each hour the mercenary crowd, 


5 With richeſt preſents trove: * 


A 


— 9 


K 5 1 


. 2 


i} I'll ſeek the fo 
And there forlorn, deſpairing, bid. 


Among the rel youn Edwin bow'd, 
But never talk'd of love. 


In humble, ſimpleſt habit clad, 


No wealth nor power had he ; ; 
Wiſdom and worth were all he h. d, 
But theſe were all to me. 


The bloſſom opening to the day, 


The dews of heav'n refin'd, 


Could nought of purity diſplay, 


To cmulate his mind. 


The dew, the bloſſom on the tree, 
With charms inconſtant ſhine ; | 
Their charms were his, but woe is me, 
Their conſtancy was mine! | 


Por ſtill 1 try'd each fickle art, 


Importunate and vain; | 
And while his paſſion touch'd my hearty | 
I triumph'd in his pain. 


Till quite dejected with my ſcorn, 
He left me to my pride; 

And ſought a ſolitude forlorn, 
In ſecret, where he died. 


But mine the ſorrow, mine the fault, 

And well my life ſhall pay; 
laude he ſought, 

And ſtretch me where he lay. 


PII lay me down and die; 


ö | Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 


And ſo for him will I. 


IF orbid it, Heaven ! the hermit ery'd, 


And claſp'd her to his breaſt : 


| The wond'ring fair- one turn'd to __ 3 
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Be ſhe fairer than the 1 5 


Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 


My charimer, turn ſo ſee, 


Thy own, thy long-loſt Edwin here, 


Reftor'ld to love and thee. 


Thus let me hold thee to my heart ; 


And ev'ry care reſign : 
And ſhall we never, never part, 
My life---my all that's mine. 


No, never from this hour to part; 
We'll live end love ſo true, 


The ſigh that rends thy conſtant heart 


Shall break thy Edwin's too. 


| QHALL 1, waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
Cauſe another's roſy are? 0 


Or the flow'ry meads in May ; 


et if ſhe think not well of me, 

What care I how fair ſhe be, 

Shall a woman's goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her love; 

Or, her worthy merits known, 

Make me quite forget my own ; 


Be ſhe with that goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt; 
Vet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 


What care I how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 


Iwill never more deſpair ; 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve; 
If ſhe flight me when I woo, 


I will ſcorn, and let her go: 
$a if ſhe be not fit for me, 


What care 1 for whom ſhe be? 


— 


* 
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; A S 165 fair Chloe walk alone, 


The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his tower, 


To court her in a filver ſhowex: _ 
_ | The wanton flakes flew to her breaſts, 


As little birds into their neſts ; 

But being overcome with whiteneſs there, 
For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 

Thence flowing down her garments hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gem. 


fond to explore 


5 A new world of ſuch charms as I'd ne'er ſeen, 


before, 


II travelPd all nations, and wak'd from my 


dreams, 


| And found that no nymphs were like thoſe of 


the Thames, | | 


| On the banks of che Seine I was pleas'd to 


ſurvey 


sens: . of fir nymphs in fo mery ad 


gay; 


5 | But then they were merr and ga to extremes, 
And no nymphs cou'd I find like the nymphs 
| of the Thames. | „„ 


Then I travers'd each mountain, each river 


and plain, 


I But my labour, alas! was all Iabour in vain. 


O Tyber ! OPo! why ſo fam'd are your ſtreams 
Since no nymphs can you boaſt like the 
nymphs of the Thames. 5 
But of Italy's merit and fame to ſay true, 
And give, as tis fit, ev'ry nation it's due, 


* Thames? 


FUEL. of dreams of bright beauties, and 


. e B . . ne 


Each fair, like a Syren, with muſic inflames : 
I But hat is a ſong to the nymphs of the 


2 


tn t 


As for See there I was truck with ſur- 
pri 
Wat the belles want in beauty they make | 
up, in ſize; 
And tis juſt with their nymphs as it is with 
the ſtreams, 
You've a tun on the Rhine for a quart on he 
Thames. 


Then ye youths of Great-Britain, on wan- 
dering ſo keen, | 
Tofeed your fond fancies with beauties unſeen 


Go enquire of the fun, and he'll tell you his | 


beams, 


Ne'er ſhone on ſuch e as che ny mphs | 


of the Thames. 
COME, thou roly dimpled boy, 5 


Source of every hearc-felt joy ; 
Leave the bliſsful bew'rs awhile, 
Paphos, and the Cyprian iſle ; 
Vint Eritain's rocky ſhore, _ 
Britons, too, thy pow'r adore ; 
Britons hardy, bold, and free, 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee : 
Source of ev'ry heart-fclt joy, 
Come, thou roſy dimpled boy. 


Haſte to Sylyi ia, haſte away, 

This is thine and Hymen's day; 

Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 

Bid her for love's rites prepare; | 
Let the nymphs, with many a flow? r, 
Deck the ſacred nuptial bow” r, 

Thither lead the lovely fair, 

And let Hymen, too, be there: 

This is thine and Hymen's day; 

Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we loye we live, 
| Love. lone cap pleaſure give; 


| And Ill to 


R „The ſwain's a cheat, Pa p 


Pow'r, and pomp, and tinſel fate, 

Idle pageants of the great ; 5 
Crowns and ſceptres, envy'd things, 3 
And the pride of Eaſtern . FT 
Are but childiſh, empty toys, 

When compar'd to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can'pleaſure givc, 

Only while we love we live. 


ALL« on the pleaſant banks of Tweed, oy 
Young Jockey won my heart: 
None tun'd ſo ſweet his oaten reed, 
None ſung with ſo much art: : 
His ſkilful tale, | 
Did ſoon prevail 


| To make me 8 him; 8 


But now he hies, 
Nor hears my 8 
Iwou'd I ne er had ſeen his | 


When firſt we met the bonny ſwain 95 
Of nought but love could fay : 


5 Oh give (he cry'd) my heart again, 


You've ſtole my heart ny 4 5 
Or elſe incline, 
To give me thine, _ 

ether join _ 2 
Mv faithful heart 
Will never part. 

Ah ! why did [ believe him ! 


6 Not now my lighted face he knows, : 
His ſoon- forgotten dear; 


4 To a wealthier laſs o'er; der he goes, 5 


To breathe his falſh 


there: | i - 
Miſtaken Kate, bo 1 


Not Tu a moment truſt ow 0 
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For ſhining 01d, 
He's bought and ſold, 
Iwou'd I ne'er had ſeeß him. 


| - PRVEb bliſs in retirement can only be found; 


In vain we mall ſeek it in pleaſure” s dull 
round; 


The truth of this maxim Philander could ſee, 
| When the vot'ry of Cupid was modiſhly free. 


He often reſolv'd to retire from the crowd, 


Quite rad with it's pleafures , fo apy and 


loud ; 


+ And oft he relaps'd, thro” a whim to be free, 
But at laſt as was reform'd by the Banks of 


the Dee. 


withdrew, 


To taſte of the "ſolid, the laſting, and true: 
Grew fond of retirement, nor car*d but for 


three; 


A frond, and a book, and the Banks of the 


His fortune was ee his 1 manne1 . 1 
He read a great deal, and at times he could 


write; 


ſhines, 
With pity I trace through the irkſome Levee, 


And bleſs my kind ſtars for the Banks of the | 


Dee. 


5 The miſer, has be th all his fore! | 
| What he has, he can t ble, ** he hghs to 


have more; 


| WhileT with a little am happy and free, 
In a pleaſing retreat on the Banks of the Dee. 


| Let Tom, without paſſion, ſtill ſigh for the fair, 


From noiſe and falſe FR: he quickly 


J. 


Aﬀect their {oft manner, and mimick theirair, 
Supply them with ſcandal o'er green and bohea, 
Give me a retreat on the Banks of the Dee. 


No duns to moleſt me, no cares to harraſs, 
In pleaſing ſucceſſion the moments will paſs ; 
At peace with the world, contented and free, 


WHILE the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſ- 
ſom, and fips, 
And my Jeſſy looks buxom and gay; 


.lips, 


All = ſweets 4 an April day. 


The ſhepherd his flock, the ruſtic his ln; | 
The farmer with joy views his ha 


And Jeſſy, my r when milking her 


cow, 


Sings the ſweets of an April day. 


Like ſnow-drops with! innocent ſweetneſs ar- | 
| 1 ray'd, 
VUnmov'd by ambition, e and free, 

He often ſung thus, on the Banks of the Dec. 


The monarch, ſtill jealous of plots and deſigns 
Who ſighs at his heart while i in ſplendor he 


As blithſome and chearful as May, Th | 
My Jeſſy, the pride of all the gay mead, 

Sung the ſweets of an April day. 
Remember, dear Jelly, and uſe well your 


pow'r, 


And gui:tleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 
For ne but an _ 128 | 


0 N ev'ry hill, in ev very grove, 
| Along the t of each ſtream, 


. 


* live 855 III die on che Banks of the Dee. 


Let me hang on her neck, and taſte from her 


| Yourroſe-buds then pluck while you may: 


Dear 
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The vernal; green” s dreary waſte, 
| Till thou vouchſafe to fing. | 
So thrilling feet thy numbers flow, 


Pear confracm ſcenes of farm love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
The hills, the groves, the reams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 


Now to the moſly cave f ly, 
Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
Well pleas d e browzing goats to ſpy, 


As o'er the airy ſteep they hung. 
The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 


But Damon there I ſcek in vain. 


Now thro” the trembling vale I paſs, | 
And figh to ſee the well-known ſhade, 
IJ weep, and kiſs the bended graſs, & 

Where love and Damon fondly play'd, 
The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 


From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pity droops it's head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithleſs lx _ 
Yer Damon ſill I ſeek in vain, 


. 


THE pendant foreſt ſeem'd to ned, 
In drowſy fetters bound ; | 
And fairy elves in circles trod 
The daiſy- painted ground; 

When Daphne ſought the conſcious grov e, | 
Of ſlighted vows to tell; 
And thus, to ſoothe neglected love, 

| Iuvok' d ſad Philomel. | 


AIR. 


Hiker, ſrveet nightingale, in haſte, 
. thy hoy” ting wing: ; 


| 


| Then quickly fwell thy melting mY | 


| p- 


Good humour'd, faithfu 


T I would not injure, if I cou 


| No art's vermillion has ſhe ſhewn, 


Thy warbling ſong diftreſt, 
The tear that tells the lover's woe 
Falls cold upon my breaſt. 


To hear ſad Philomel cemplain, 


Will ſoſten my deſpair ; 
And ſoothe a lover's care. 


AR ſmiling Kitty's to ny mind 
She, ev'ry way can row eme; 2871 
fond, and kind, | 


She never tries to teize me. 


1 At home, abroad, by night or day, 


The ſame engaging creature; 


She lets me ever have my way, 


I 


To vex or harm a girl ſo good, 


With joy I always meet her. 


Would be a ſhame and pity ; 


ſe 
My ever ſmiling Kitty, 


| To rove abroad from fair to fair, 


No longer is my paſſion ; 


| One, only one, rs all my care, 


Tho' more is now the faſhion. 


She is the child of nature; 


Her face, her ſhape, is all her own, 


And ev'ry other feature. 


From folly, ſpite, and cunning free, 


She's lively, gay, and way : 


| Her like I ne'er expect to ſee; 


by 1 uye and die with Kitty. 
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| HEN j emmy firſt began to love, 
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_ He'd preſs my hand, and kiſs it oft, | 


And while he treated me thus ſoft, 


Where he the ſofteſt ſongs wou' d ſing, | 
And Jemmy ev'ry grace diſplay'd, 


But now for Jemmy I muſt mourn, 
His ſheep- hook to a ſword muſt turn, 
His bag pipe into warlike ſounds 


Inſtead of bracelets fearful * 


(4 1 


He was the gayeſt ſwain _ 
That ever yet a flock. had drove, 
Or danc'd upon the plain; 
*T'was then that I, Wae's my poor heart, 
My freedom threw away, 
And finding ſweets in ey'ry ſmart, 
I could not fay him nay ; 
And ever when he talk'd of love, 
He would his eyes decline; 
And every ſigh 4 would move, 
Geud faith, and why not mine? 


In filence ſpoke his flame ; © 


I thought him not to blame. 


Sometimes to feed my flocks with him, 
My Jemmy would invite me, 


On purpoſe to delight me; 

Which were enough, I trow, 
To conquer any princely maid, 

So he did me, I vow. 

Who to the wars mult go; 

Alack ! what ſhall I do? 

Muſt now exchanged be; 


Then what becomes of me? 


ſong, 


Tis new, I 4 you, and will not be long. 
From the camp I'm arri d, that ſcene of de- 


Ml, 


1 Where they rom 


. and dane, all th 
and the ight. | 

To : e camp then all repair, 

Gallant ſwairs, and blooming fair; 

Gaily laughing, let us tramp | 

To the merry, merry camp. 


Well, who could have thought that war was 
lo charming ! 
Nothing there's in it that can be alarming ; 
Nor Margate, nor Bath, nor the fam'd & & un · 
| bridge Well, 
Like the camp all our ſorrow ſo Eweetlyiſpel, 
To the camp, &c. 


With parſons, {quires, clowns, there is fuch 
intrnſion, | 
The camp 1s a type, ſure, of Babel's confu- 
r 
There hautboys and trumpets, , briſk fifes and 
baſſoons, Fs 
Both charm you and ſtun ”_ with any old 
tunes. 
To the camp, Ke, 


E'en Cupid, gay Cupid, to Coxheath is come, 
For love he's recruiting with fife and with 
drum! 
A thouſand ſweet Aamfele he has i in his train, 
A heart he now offers each martial Young 
Wang. 
To the camp then all repair, bo 
Gallant ſwains, and blooming fair: | 
Gaily laughing, let us tramp _ 


| 5 | To che merry, marry __ ; 
v E beaux and ye belles pray attend to my | 


1 paſs no aull, inglorious lite, 7d 


At home I will not tarry 3 


! 


J like the drum and martial fife, | 
Il tothe camp with Marry. "aw 


T he pedceful pipe, and ruſtic Play, 
If Harry goes, I will not ſtay, 


IF glory calls my ſwain away, 


t Till tumult's o'er, adieu to all, 


IJ hear the drum's enliv'ning call, 


N11 
1 He vibes! no greater delight 


No longer is my paſſion; 


For war is now the faſhion. 


Your Jean will not be left behind, 
My heart's to fear a ſtranger; _ 
High ſeas and rocks I'll never mind, 
I laugh at toil and danger. 

I hope he will not tell me, nay, 
Nor fancy I'm unſteady ; 


ove bids me to be ready. 


To other lands, from pleaſant Tweed, 
With him I muſt be flying; 

For ſhady grove, and painted mead, 
Your Jenny won't be crying. 


Not long I hope to tarry ; 
I muſt be gone with Harry. 


WHERE the jeſſamine We the bow? r, | 


And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene ; 
In a cottage, retir'd, there live 
Young Colin and phebe the fair; 
The bleflings each other receive 
In — en joyments they ſhare; 


And the lads and the laſſes, that dwell on the 


- plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phebe and Colin her 


ſwain. 


The ſweets of contentment r 


The ſplendor and. grandeur of pride; ; 
Yo wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
_ While bleſt with his beautiful bride, 


And return to his Phebe at night, 
1 And the lads tell the laftes, in hopes to pre- 


o They' re as conſtant as Colin who lives in the 


| If dejected, ſhe 


| And the lads tell the jaſſes they di 


Ive youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
| Ye nymphs, who with beauty are bleſt, 


| And ye lads and ye laſſes, whom Hymen has 


1 


If delighted her lover appears, 


Than te tend on the lambkins by day, 


His innocent toil to repay ; 


vail, 


dale; 


The fair-one partakes of his bliſs ; 
50 thes all his cares, 

And heals all his pains with a kiſs; 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 

That is practis'd in city and court; 
Thinks happineſs no where compleat, 

But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort: 
ie in deſpair, 
Unleſs they are kind as Phebe the fair. 


And each innocent fair- one betray, 
No longer be faithleſs in love, 
The diCtates of honour obey ; 


With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 
The charms of the mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the face ; * 


join'd, 


Like Colin be en, like Phebe be kind. 


WHEN fairies dance round on whe gu, 
And revel to night's awful noon; 
Oo fay, will you meet me, ſweet laſs, 
Allb the pale light of tho moon ? 
My p 10n I ſcek not to ſcreen, 
The hen = 1 ref uſe you FRue boon 1 


n 


| Tl meet you at twelve on the green, | 
| 4 All by the pale light of the moon. 


he nightingale perch'd on a thorn, 
Then charms all the plains with her tune, 
And glad of the abſence of morn | 
Salutes the pale light of the moon: 
How ſweet is the jeſſamine grove, 
And ſweet are the roſes of June! 
But ſweeier the language of love, 


Breath'd forth by the light of the moon. 9 


Joo flow rolls the chariot: of day, 5 
Unwilling to grant me my boon: 
Away, envious ſunſhine, away! | 
Give place to the light of the moon. 
But ſay, will you never deceive, | 
: The laſs whom you conquer'd too ſoon ; 
And leave a foft maiden to grie ve, 
Alone, by the light of the moon? 


The planets ſhall ſtart from their ſpheres, 
Ere I prove ſo fickle a loon; 
Believe me Pl] baniſh thy fears, 

Dear maid, by the light of 3 moon: : 

| Our loves when the ſhepherds-thall view, 
To us they their pipes ſhall attune ; 

While we our foft pleaſures renew, 
Each night, by the light of the moon. 


As bother day o'er the green meadow I paſt, 
4 15 ain overtook me, and held my hand 
a 


Then cry'd, My dear Lucy, thou cauſe of 


mp Carey 

How long muſt thy faithful young Thyrfis | 
_- deſpair? 

To crown my ſoft wiſhes, no longer be fliv 

Bur frowning, I anſwer d, Oh! 1 thep- 

herd, * 


f 1 


{ Now gueſs, if 1 Ki 


Ie 3 
=o ED” OV et 
— 


| He told me his paſſion, like time. ſhould en 
dure, 
That beauty, which kindled his flame, would 
ſecure 
That all my fv cet charms Were for pleaſure 
| deſign' d, e e 


And youth was the ſeaſon to love and be kind. 


Lord what cou'd I ſay! I could hardly deny, 
And faintly I utter'd, Oh! fle, ſhepherd! fie. 


He ſwore with a Kiſs that he could 5 not refrain, 
Itold him *rwas rude, but he Kiſs'd me again; 


call, 
Nor think I did wrong, J did nothing at all: 
Reſolv'd 4 reſiſt, A et inclin'd to comply, 
Fa 1a, On, fic, N 

le. | 


. FE Sivan Was rolling aleng to the fair, 


80 e ſo be 322 and quite debo- 
| | Nair, 8 1 
Reclin'd in a grove a young ſhepherdeſs lay, 


To reſt her aw ile from the heat of the day. 


Her ſheep had been Araying, v-ide over the 
plain, 


1 And one the had loft, which ſhe RT for 


in Vain; 


| That drove the dear amel almoſt to geſpair, 


For doleful ſhe ſcent'd, and. dejetted her air, 


In filence the ſwain fat him down on a ſtile, 

To hear her complamninge, then "one with 
4 Wmile; 

That rouz'd all her paſſions, and thi i'd thre! 
her heart; 

Su Keen Vas his arrow, ſo piercing his dart 


- 
A 
4 - 
"1 


For 


My conduct, ye fair ones, in queſtion ne'er | 


PP 


Her dreſs, tho“ not gaudy, was 


. N r 1 <= 
ni ee RI ; 
bens > 2 <p : 


NY 


£8} 


For ſhe of a a fudden forgot all het. care, 15 


And tripp'd.it with Strephon away to the fair; 
Where topknots he 2 her, the beſt he 


could find, 
Likewiſe a ſtraw- Hat, for to him ſhe was kind. 


Her looks were delightful, her charms were | 
1 Fair Daphne at morn. bids adieu to her cot, 
s cleanly and | 


moſt {waet ; - | 


neat ; OY £5}: 07 £v539 att 190 
From pride andambition the majden\ was free; 
Untainted her mind, and ſo virtuous was ſhe. 
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grew, b i 8 . b 
And vow'd he wonld ever x be faithful and true: 
He promis'd to baniſh all ſorrow and ftrife ; 
And made the dear damſel, next t morning, 
his wife. | 


WHEN firſt Þ fave the oraceful maid? | 
Ah! me, what meantmy throbbing breaſt 
Say, ſoft confefion: art thou love 
If love thou art, then farewel reſt. 


With gentle ſmiles aflwage the pain 
Theſe gentle ſmiles did firſt create; 


And though you may not love again, 


ln pity, ah! forbear to hate, 


ſummer approaches dull winter re- 
cedes, 


The youth, as he view'd Hers the fonder he ? 


— 


Primroſes and vi lets adorn. ev'ry hill, not 


The lads and the laſſes trip o'er the green 


meads, 
Or ſit by meanders flow -murmurin 8 rill. 


land, the grove, 
And valley, re- echo - ſweet carols of love. 


| While the upland, the lowland, the wood. | 


—— ns. 


While Colin with Phillis repair to the bow” rr. 
To exchange a ſweet kifs or plight a fond 
vow; 

Gay Florimel gathers each odorous flow! 1, 
To deck with a chaplct her fwain's youth - 
ful brow. 


And ſeeks the cool grot or ſecluded alcove; 
Her Damon ſhe greets at the critical ſpot ; 
His heart leaps for joy at the ſight of his loye. 


When Phœbus forſakes this lowregionof clay, 
And finks in ſoft rapture on Theus' fair 

' breaſt,. 2 x41 8 

For the weariſome labour of rigourous day 

| Balmy ſteep has an adequate Portion of ict. 


Wund larks forſake the flow'ry plain, | 


And love's ſweet numbers twell ; 


1 


2 My voice ſhall join their morning ſtrain, 


In praiſe of Florizel. 


| Where woodbines twiſt their fragrant made, 


* 
4 1 


And noontide beams repel ; 


jog PU reſt me on the tufted Mead, 


And ſing of Florizel. 


When moon- beams dance among the 3 
That lodge ſweet Philome., 

I'll pour with her my tuneful vows, 

And ſing of Florizel. 


{Were mine, ye great, P ur envy'd lot, 
In gilded courts to dwell ; 

I'd leave them for a lonely cot, 

| W ith love and Florizel. 


* * 
—— 2 


— 


tat 


And taught my Heart to — 


fon Fin you W me to comply, 
K 2 


You 


Du ſaid you ne'er wou'd from me fly, 
As plain as tongue could utter ; 
That you'd beev'ry thing that's dear, 
Of joy you'd not bereave me; 
I'd all to ho pe, and nought to fear, 
Then .f you will not leave me. 


Were I fo wickedly inclin'd, 

I might abuſe the leiſure; 

I know who wou'd be fond and kind, 
And think attendance pleaſure : 
But I to honour will be true, 

And never once deceive ye ; 
What's juſt to plighted love I'II do, 
Then ſure you will not leave me. 


Say, ſay the word you will not go 

Nor . let me Bad ye, wy 

With you allriſk and toil I' know, 

ur cannot ſtay behind ye. | 

Tho' left on Tweed's or Thames” end gde, 
Vour abſence ſure would grieve me; 

O what a pain it is to chide! 

Sure, ſure you will not leave me. 


- THE. ſun juſt glancing thro” the trees 
Gave light and joy to ilka grove, 
And pleaſure in each ſouthern breeze, 
Awaken'd hope and ſlumb'ring love. 
When Jenny ſung with hearty glee 
To charm her winſome marrow, 
My bony laddie gang with me, 
We'll o'er the braes of Yarrow. 


Young Sandy was the blitheſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae: 
No laſs cou'd ken him free fra pain, 
So graceful, kind, ſo fair and gay. 
And W fung, „„ 


_-— 7 
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| | He kiſs'd and lov'd the i maid, 


. | No laſs the 


| How feerly 


Her ſparkling een had won his heart ; 
outh had e'er betray'd, 

No fears had ſhe, the lad no art. 

And till ſhe ſung, &c. 


; pow pleas'd within my native bowers 


Erewhile I paſs'd the day ! 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck d with flowers ? 
Were ever flowers ſo gay ? 


ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landſcape round 

The river gliding down the dale, 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


But now, when urg'd by tender woes 
1 ſpecd to meet my dear, 


That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 


And check my fond career. 


No more, ſince Daphne was my theme, | 
Their wonted charms I fee : 


Their verdant hill, and ſilver ſtream, 


Divide my love and me, 


| 1 Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul 


Is gen'rous and refin'd, 


| Whoſe raten act beneath controul, 


With love and honour join'd. 
The oak, by woodbines on the plain, 
Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, 


Is not more ſtedfaſt in it's reign, 


Nor is more ſweetly dreſs'd, 


The frothy ſons of vice and thow, 


Like ſhadows, and like noiſe, 


{ Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 


| 


That ſober ſenſe 925 
But 
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IF 0 E R deſert plains, and 97 meers, 


And wither'd heaths I rove ; 
Where tree nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 
I paſs to meet my love. 


But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And feaſts beth ear and ſight, 
While ev'ry thing that virtue fears 
Can give no true Cog 


Tisõ the birth-day of Phillis, hagk how the 


birds ſing, 
Their notes are remarkably ſweet ; 


The villagers brought all the honours of ſpring 


And ſcatter'd their pride at her feet. 
With ribbands and rofes her lambkins art 
crown'd, 
Ahile they reſpectfully ſtand. 
Then o'er the green lawn with a frolic they 
bound, 
But firſt take a kiſs 15 her hand; 


'Mongft ſnepherds in all the gay round of the | 
year, 
This, this is their principal day ; ; 

It gave Phillis birth, and pray what can appear 
ore _— more pleaſingly gay ? 
Hark, hark! how the tabor enlivens the ſcene, 

Ye lads with your laſſes advance ; _ 
*Tis charming to ſporton a daiſy-drefs'd green 
And Phillis ſhall lead up the dance. 
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As if on this feſtival proud) 
In order to give us a beautiful day, 
Has baniſh'd each travelling cloud: 


The prieſt paſsd along, and my ſhepherdeſs 
ſigh'd, 


Sweet Philis! I knew what ſhe meant: 


| bride; 
Her figh was the ſigh of conſent. 


| No pyramid's acrial height, 


| 1 Not ſteal one thought from thee. 


| Thou would'ſt not loſe Anthonio's love, 


The ſun, (and he ſhines in his brighteſt arrays 


But tho' my paths were damaſk'd ofer 
With beauties c'er ſo fine; 
1 f thoughts would fly before 
o fix alone- on thine. 


No fir-crown'd hills cou'd give delights 
Do palace pleaſe mine eye; 


Where mould'ring monarchs lie. 


Unmov'd, ſhould eaſtern kings advance i 
Could I the pageant ſee : | 
Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 


How. oft, Louiſa, haſt thou Gul 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown) 


To reign the partner of a throne. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind! 
And by this hand I preſs'd to mine ! 
| To gain a ſubject nation's love, 

I ſwear I would not part with thine; 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor, 
. Who own what kingdoms could not buy | 


| Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 


And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine, 


We ſtole from the paſtimes, 1 made her my Do thou ſaatch treaſures from my lips, 


And I'll take kingdoms back from thige. 
ES: | 0 Nancy, 


8 a 


8 


85 Nor, fad, regret each courtly 


| *% 4 


Nancy, wilt 1550 FO with me, | 
Nor figh-<to leave the flaunting town? 
Can filent rlens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown ? | 
No longer dreſt in ſilken ſheen, 
No longer deck'd with jewels rare, 
Sav, canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


O Oey ! when thou'rt far away, 
Wilt thou not caſt a with behind? 

Say, canſt thou face the parching ray 
Nor thrink before the wintry wind! 

O can that ſoft and gentle mien 
Fxtremes of hardſhip learn to bear, . 

» ſcene, 

Whiere thou were faireſt of the fair? 


O Nancy! canſt thou love fo true, 


Thro' perils keen with me to go; 


Or when thy ſwain miſhap ſhall rue, 


* 


To ſhare with him the pang of woe ? 


Say, thould diſcaſe or pain befal, 


Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care; 


Nor, wiſtful, thoſe gay ſcenes recal 


Where 54 wert falreſt of the fair? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
M'ilt thou receive his parting breath? 


Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And chcar with ſmiles the bed of death? 


And wilt thou o'er his breathleis clay 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear; 

Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thou \ wert faireſt of the fair ? 


CTREPHON arole at « acl dawn, 


And fought as wont his fleecy care; 


His fleccy carc, alas ! were gone, 


Nor Knew the hapleſs Reer hen Where: 
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In vain cach hill, in vain each dale, | 
Each dell, each brake he travers'd round; 

Each pathteſs wood and flow'ry vale, 
But not one lambkin could be found. 


Celia, he cry'd, my flocks are fled, 


How ſhall T eerthy grief aff wage. : 


How ſhall I chea- thy drooping head, 


If poverty ſhould mark my age ? 


7 | Said ſhe, My love, misfortune” s dart 


Ry pointed, and is ſpent in vain ; 
Vhile I poſſeſs my thepherd's heart, 
bet laugh at ills, and ſmile at pain. 


| Tho" eviry lambkin devious ray, - | 
And grace our envious neiphbours folds, 
| Nought, can thy Clia's ſoul diſmay, 


While Strephon to her breaſt ſhe holds. 


| Said he, My warmeſt thanks, Otake ! 


Hence ſhalt thou be my only care; 
If! thy virtues e'er forſake, _ | 
May Heav'n regardleſs hear my pray r. 


| If from thy lovely form mine eyes 


Should ſwerve but in the leaſt degree; 


Thy dear idea will ariſe, 


And lead the wand' rer back to —thes. 
Thus long they liv'd, and long they lov'd, 
As oſt I've heard the ſtory told; 


_ | Kind Heav'n their fortitude approv'd, 


And mp fill d the „ fold. 


7 OUNG G Jockey ſought my heart to win, 


And woo'd as lovers woo ; 
1, vers'd in all our ſex's heart, 
Did juſt as maidens do: _ 
Whate'er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
Fd ſtudy to be ſhy at; 
And when he preſs'd his fate to know A 
"Twas, Pr: ythee, foul be 3 | 


And now, believe me, when I will, 


[ 163 J 
| 


| Month after month, of am' rous pain 

He made a mighty fuſs: 

Why if, you know, one loves a ſwain, 

eis wrong to ſay one does : 

He told me paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing diet; 

And pray what anſwer could I give, 
But, Pr'ythee, fool, be quiet? 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 

And like a man he cry'd, 

Thy hand, my dear, this very day 
Shall Celia be my bride : | 

Convinc'd he would have teiz'd me ſtill, 
I could not well deny it ; 


1 make the fool de quiet. 
V ſhepherd i is gone faraway o'er rthe plain, 
While in {forrow behind I am forc'd to 


remain; 


a bluc-bells and: vi'lets the hedges adorn, 


Tho' trees are in Wee, and ſweet blows the 


thorn; 


No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look 


„ 
' There's nothing can pleaſe n. now my Jockeys 
away; 


Forlorn I at ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 
Haſte, haſte, tomy arms my dear Jockey again. 


| When lads and their lafles are on the green 


met, 


They dance and chey ſing, they laugh and 


the y chat, 


Contentcd and happy, with hearts full of loc; | 


I can't without envy their merriment ſce : 


Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my — not 


| there, 


| 


j 


No pleaſure T reiiſh that Jockey don't ſhare; 
lt makes me to ſigh, 1 from tears ſcarce re- 
frain, 


| Andwiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes Þ'11 feaſt, 

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte : 
Then farewel each care, adieu each vain ſigh; 
Who'll thcn be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as I ? 
I'll fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my: arms back in : 


v chearful, W the gay maad, 

The daiſy and cow {lip appear ? 

The flocks, as they careleſsly feed, 
Rejoice in the ſpring of the year. 


The mvrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, - 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and ſweet flow rs 


All rife to the praiſe of my God. 


Shall man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove! 

Forbid it, fair gratitude's call, 
Forbid it devotion and love. 


The Lord, who ſuch wonders could raiſe, | 
And ſtill can deſtroy with a nod, 

My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe : 

My foul ſhall be wrapt in my God. 


SHEPHERDS, I have loſt my love, 
Have you feen my Anna ? 
Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove 
Upon the banks of Banna. 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty 1 mountain ; 


Left 


Lefi my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenw od Macke, and fountain. 


Nev er ſhall 1 ſee them more, 
Until her returning ; 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From vladnels chang'd to mourning. 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? 
Ah! woe for me. perhaps flic's gone 
For « ever, and ror ever. 


| HRE. to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
. Likewife to the widow of fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty. 
| Let the toaſt paſs, | 
Drink to the laſs, 


1w arrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. * 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 

| And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 

| Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 

And here is to her that's but one, Sir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, „ 


NS Here“ s to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 

And to herthat's as brown as a berry ; 

And here's to the wife with a face full of wor, 

And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, - 
Voung, or ancient, I care not a feather ; 


G 80 fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, And inev'ry tation to purchaſe reſpeCt ? 


| For love was a kingdom or ſtate ever ſold, 
| Indeed for no love but the love of "Oo gold. 


| And e'en let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, 2 5 
Drink to the laſs, 


1 warrant dae prove an excuſe for the glaſs. . 
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| WITH carly horn ſalute the morn 


That 'eilds this | echo rif place; 
3 


| With chcar ful cries bid echo ri 


And join the jovial 8885 1 5 
The vocal hills around, 
The waving woods, 
The chryſtal. floods, | 
Ah, all return th'enlivening ſound. 


5 * Echo ! ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſe 


unſcen 
Within thy airy cell, 
By flow meander's margin green, 


And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 


Where the love-lorn nightingale 


Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well; 


Canſt thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are? 
O! if you have | 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave; 

_ Tell me but where, 


Sw eet queen of parley, daughterof the ſphere? 


So may 'ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 


|] And give . grace ©: to all heaven 8 


harmonies ! 


1 WHAT a 9 is made with all thoſe fine 


names, 
Of love and of darts, and of fires and dunes; ; 


| Willluchpretty fancies &er comfort the cold, 
| Or tet the mill going like ee 24. 


Derry down, &c. 
Has beauty the power to pleaſe ev ry ſect, 


D gow n, &c. 


rio 


" 


A >, 


in) — I) A 


«- Y , af 


d. 


Tis this chat improves ey? ry virtue and grace, 


And gives life and perfection to every face; 


Nor was _ one yet either ugly or old, 
Whoſe pockets were lined with 
gold, 


Without it in wedlock could any be bleſt, 


The young ones are ſqualling ; the wife muſt 


be dreſt ; 


But i'faith let them ſquall, and let madam 


ſcold, 


There's mußte drowns both in the chink of 


| He ſaid he ſhould languiſh and bog with def 


Pear, 


ner gold. 


Ie 


Take your fine- wife to market, and ſwear 
| you adore her, 


There's nought in the world you v alue be- 


fore her; 
Vet in buying a dinner, 'n venture to hold, 
The king's picture has ten times more charms 
in gold. 


In love, law and ſtate, if a favour vou'd gain, 
 Withour this grand pleader your labour” s in 


vain; 


And ſince money gains all things, \ vou need | 


not be told, 


JN a ſycamore ſhade 1 br t'other day . 
As blithe as the birds in the grove; _ 


It happen'd young Damon was walking that 


1 Way, TY 
Who often had hinted his love. 

I roſe to be gone as I ſaw him appear, 
Then knceling, he begg'd I'd not fly; 


Fo ſoft wete his accents, they baniſh” d 155 


fears, 


1 cou'd not the e ſhepherd deny, 


good Rerling | 


That the perſon gains all things who gains | 
* mighty gold. 
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He begg'd me to ſlay, whilſt | his wiſh he ex- 


reſt, 
And ſwore that he meant me no harm q 
My hand to his boſom he eagerly preſt, 
Which throbbing confeſs'd the alarm: 
My oor a he declar'd wore the bluſh of the 
roſe, 
My hand with the lillv might vie; 


That my breath was much ſweeter chan i either 
of thoſe, 


All this I was forc'd to deny. 


Unleſs I requited his love; 
And pray'd me to end all his ſorrow and care, 
For truer no ſwain e'er could prove, 


He begg'd that a day I would ſpeedily name, 


And waitedto hear my reply; 
My bluſhes confeſs'd that I felt all his flame, | 
Nor could I the ſhepherd deny. = 


Next morn to the church with my Damon I 
went, 
And gave him my band and my heart; | 
E'er ſince have my days been in happineſs 
ſpent, | 
Which Hymen alone can impart. 


Then hear me, ye ny mphs, who are youths 


ful and gay, | 
From the thepherd you love never flv; 5 
The ſpring of your lives will too ſoon n glide 78 
away, | 0 
Beware, leſt too oft you deny. 
Ou. ſpread hy rich mantle, ſweet May 
oer the ground, 


| ' 


Drive the blaſts of keen V, inter away 3 ; 


| Let 


— — B In 


1 


Let che birds ſweetly carrol, thy flow rets 


ſmile around, 
And let us with all nature be gay. 


Let ſpleen, ſpite, and envy, thoſe clouds of 
the mind, | 
Be diſpers'd by the ſunſhine of j Joy; 
The pleaſures of Eden had bleſs d human 
kind, 
Had no fiend enter'd there to defiroy. 


| As May with her ſunſhine can warm the cold 


earth, 
Let each fair with the ſeaſon improve ; 


Be widows reſtor'd from their mourning't to 


_ -mhireh;. 
And hard-hearted 145 10 to love. 


| With the treaſures of ſpring, let the: village 


be dreſs'd, 


Its joys let the ſeaſon i impart; 


| When rapture ſwells high, and o 'erflows 


from cach breaſt; 
Tis the May of the mind and the heart. 


| Wuar tho! his . my heart hath torn ! 


| And I'd move as 1 ſprung © on the ſprings of 


"Wo lovely 1 is his mien; 
His eyes mild op'ning as the morn, 
Round him each grace is ſeen: 


But oh l ye nymphs, your loves ne'er let him 


* win, 


dec | whirl 
For oh! "deceit and fal hood dwell within. - H ere John bring my carriage and whirl me 


From his red lip his accents ſtole 
Soft as kind vernal ſnows, | 

. Melting they came, and in the foul 
Deſire and joy aroſe: 


But oh! ye nymphs, ne'er liſten to his art, 
5 For oll! baſe falſhood rankles | In his heart. = \ 


£ 
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He left me in 14575 Pele fiate 
He fled and left me here, © 
Another Ariadne's fate, 
To mourn the live- long year ; 
He fled,---but oh ! w hat pains the heart maſt 
prove, 
When we : reveal the crimes of him we lore 4 


A Poet there was, and he liv'd in a garret, 
And he quaff'd poor {mall beer, tho” he 
ſung of good claret; 


IA damſel he married both buxom and fair, 


And ſhe ſigh'd took on for a chariot and 
„ 


Derry down, Kc. 
[Oncé day as this bardling was Cribbling 4 


novel, 

His fingersin ink and his bead in a hovel; 

His ſpouſe in idea was building a palace, 

And tripping in fancy from Dover to e 
Derry down, &c. 


Had I a good fortune ; dear hie w cell fad 
- a+ 

1a kim round the globe i inmy gilt vis-a- wis, 

I'd have taſſels before and gay trimmings be-, 

hind, 


the wind. 
Derry down, ce, 


AWAY, 
Firſt a froll in the Park, then a Peep at the 
| pla 


Now ye zods 1d ſtep out, and now Pd fie 


in it, 


© Change 


Change my dreſs, my diverſions, an d mine 
in a minute. 
Derry down, &c. 


And would not all this my dear bard be mot 
charming, 

To my pride be moſt booching, to paſſious 
alarming ; ; 

And then as I fit in my delicate jacker, 

How F'd fire all the folks with my rattle and | 
racket. 

Derry down, &c. 


All this ſaid the poet is brave and uncommon, 


And enough I confeſs to diſtract a hne wo- 


man; 
But while you are e thus dreſſing your heart 
and your head, 
I am digging away for c our butter and bread. 
Derry down, &c. *' 


Since ſuch is our fate. Dame, I pr?, >yrhee be. | 


quiet, 
Lor how can ] write . chile vou wake ſuch a 
riot; 
Conſider g good woman, we live upon 1 8 
And muſt only be poorer 1 while © het talk of 
purſes. | 


Derry dow n, Ke. 


An what can defend a poor maiden from 


love, 
Ye prudes your expedient impart ; 
This pleafing%ntruder how ſhall I remove, 
And guard the ſoft pafs of my heart. 


Of mothers and wives how wretched the lives, i 
Vour's alone is the ſenſible plan; 

They only? are bleſt like you who deteſt, 
4 tat horrible creature, call'd man. 


ö 


1 


| That he muſt, and he will be 


I : 


But when at our feet the ford vretches we 
view, . 
How can one refuſe ? em, 
Or ſcornfully uſe em? 
Ah! was it your cafe ye coy virgins cou's | 
you. 


Wa E  wrezetrecondemn'd with life to parts 


et, on hope relies; 
Aud hel la ſigh that rends bis heart, 
Bids ex tion riſe. 


Hope, like the glimm'ring tapers light, 
Adorns and cheers our way ; 

And ſtill as darker grows the * 
Emits a brignter ray. | 


F INE ladies may tell us 
They hate pretty fellows, | 
Deſpiſe little Cupid ——his quiver and dare, 
But when love's only by, | 
Not a prude will deny, 
| That man tho” a tyrant's the lord of her heart. 
So bewitching a creature ! 
So noble cach feature! 
My boſom commands me 
rt; 
Then how can 1 conceal | 


What my eyes will reveal ba; 
-whe lord of 


to take his dear 


my heart. | 


| A LL vou who ſet fl for the land of de- 


lige, 
Who! in wedlock's ſoft hammock would ſwing : 
ev'ry night: 


1 If you hope that your ve voyage ſucceſsful ſhall 
46 


ng „ 


Fi | 


(ot 1 


Fill your ſails with affection, Tour” cabbins 
with love. 


Fill your fails, &c, 


Let your hearts, like your main-maſt, be ever 


, upright, 


And the union you boaſt, like your tackle be 


tight; 


of the ſhoals of indiff rente be ſure to keep 


clear, 


And the quickſands of jealouſy never come 


near. 
And the quickſands, &c. 


If vapours and whims, like ea ſickneſs pre- 


vail, 


You muſt ſpread all your canvas, and catch 


the freth gale; 


Burt if briſk blows the wind, and there comes | 


a rough ſea, 


Then lower your belle, and ſcud under 


lee. 
Then lower, xc. 


| If huſbands, you hope to live peaceable fires, 
EKecp the reckoning yourſelves, give the helm 


to your W Ives; 


For the evener We 20, boys, the better we 


ſail, 


And on ſhipboard the head is Rill rul'd by} 


"he 2h; :--: 
And on ſhipboard, we. 


Then liſten to capſtern, my lads, and be 


wiic, 


= If my precepts you ſcorn and my maxims de- 


ipiſe; | 
A brace of proud antlers Four brow may 
adorn, 


Anda hundred te to one, but you double e 


Horn. | 


þ 


G Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can 
boaſt, 
But health, and good humour to make her 
"x" toaſt ; 
Tf ſtraight, I don- t mind w becher flender or 
rat; :: 
And ſix feet or four- 
for that. 


Whate'er her e I vow I don t 
care 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 


we'll ne ler quarrel 


And tho? in her checks I no dimples ſhould 


„„ 


Let her ſmile, and each dell is a dimple tome, 
Let her locks be the reddeſt that ever were 


+ Jer, 

And. her eyes may be c'en any der but 
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For in eyes, tho? ſo various the luſtre and 
hue, 


I ſwear I've no choice, only let her have two. | 


»Tis truc ['d diſpenſe with a throne on her 
back, 


| And w hite teeth, I own, are genteeler than 


black ; 


A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, = 
But 1 . dekire ſhe mo "nt IVE a beard. 


Anu thou ON ne where n never ding | 
The ſullen echo of repentant fighs ! 

Ye ſiſter mourners of each lonely cell, 
Inur'd to hymns and ſorrow, fare ye well! 


For happier ſcenes I fly your darkfome grove 


To fats 2 rome but a tomb: to love. 


IN 


| Reftrain'd in all our early years, 


To find at laſt content and eaſe ; 


| N the = alias hours of youth, 
Arrtlcts nature leagues with truth; 

Oft we laugh and oft we cry, 

When perhaps we know not why. 


But when varied hopes and fears 
Mark the courſe of riper years; 

If we ſmile, or if we ſigh, 

Do you think we know not why? 


Queſtion'd then of flames and' darts, 
Broken vows, and bleeding hearts; 
If our purpoſe we deny, 

Don't ſuppoſe we . not why. 


H O W hard our hapleſs lot appears, 


As virgin or as wife! 


Diſtreſs'd in later life! 


If fond affection warms our hearts, 
Too oft unfecling man, 

From faith, from truth, from love departs, 
And triumphs where he can. 


THE wand”ring failor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 


in hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, | 


And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 
Tho? deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 


Still flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 


In hopes when toil and danger's oer, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


| When round the bowl the jovial crew 
The carly ſcenes of youth renew; 


Goes, mow, in ev'ry ſtate, 


| In 2dverſe or in profp'rous fate, 


L to] 


| Tho? each his fav'rite fair will b boaſt, 


This is the univerſal toaſt ! 
May we when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore, 


E C9 ME ye venal ſlaves of war, 


Boaſt y our baſe alliance; 
Na had heard from far, 
Boldly, bids defiance. 
Beat the drum, the trumpet ſound, 
Trueto ancient tory, 
Preedoin's ſons, on freedom's ground 
Will ſind the road to glory. 


Whet tho' haughty Spain we ſind, 
Will no more diſſemble, 


| | All the houſe of Bourbon join'd, _ 


Shall not make us tremble. 
Beat the drum, &c. 


Juſtice animates the fight, 

Fame her trump will tender ; 

re ſhall ſupport our right, 
And perſidy ſurrender. 

1 Beat the drum, C. 


4 Tak the light-hcel'd troops of France 


Come ſo ſleck and taper, 


| We can teach them how to dance, 


And make them cut a caper. 
Bring the flutes, the fiddles bring, 
Rear the ſilken banners, 
| Tho! we fight, we'll dance and fing, 
And drub them with good manners. 


The ſailor's heart is true, 


He joins the doch crew; 


Then toiling early, 3 late, | 
Defends his king and country's cauſc, 
In hopes to be, | 
When come from ſens] - 
_ Chear'd with applauſe. 


Ar home when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng ; 
Or when care ſinks his ſpiiits down ; 
Her endearing ſmile ;. 
Rewards his toil, 
And greets his fav'rite ſong. 
Go high, &c. 


So when the nuptial knot is = 
Our friendſhip cloſer will cement; 
Fach morn you'll hail my blooming br ide, 
And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 
I'll graſp the hand which made her mine, 
Io ſocial icenes mu hours refign, 
| W hile all the wonted ſtrain ſhall j join. 
Go high, golow, &c. | 
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: T HE fields were green tha bills: were ay, 
And birds were fingingow each ſpray ; 
Young Colin met.me in the grove, 
And told me tender tales of love ; 
Was &er a ſwain fo blythe as he, 
Ss So kind, fo faithful and fo free. _ 
In ſpite of all my friends could ſay, 
Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 


And when he trips the mcadow along, 
He ſweetly joins the woodlark's ſong ; 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none ſoblythe ax Colin feen ; 
For when he's by I nothing fear, 
For I alohe am all has care. 
In on 8 


— T9” 
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My mother chides me that J roam, 


I And ſeems furpriz'd I quit my. home; 


She would not wonder why I rove 
Did ſhe but know how much I love; 
Full well I know the generous ſwain, 


He ne'er will give my boſom pain. 


In ſpite, &c. 


THE mind of a woman can never be 
known, 


You never can gueſs it a right, . 


I'll tell you the reaſon ſhe knows not her own, 
She changes ſo often er night, | 
_ | T'wou'd puzzle Apollo her whimbics to v ſol- | 


 Jowy.: 5 
fic orucle wou 4 be a jeſt, 


| | She'll frown when ſhe's kind, ſhe' 1 * 


like the wind, 
And often ae . 
The man that ſhe chuſes, 


] And kim ſhe refuſes likes belt. 


| To keep them in temper I'll tel} you the way | 
I'd have you give hear to my plan, 


Be merry and chearful, good- humom'd and 


gas 
And kiſs them as oft as you can, 


For while you do theſe, vou the ladies will 


plüweaſe 
Their affections your ſure for to gain, 


| Then be of their mind, 


And quickly you'll fund 


| *Tis better than wrangling contending and - 


jangling, 
For they'll love you and kits you again. 


f ; LF T others Damon's praiſe reheat ſe 
| Or Colin“ 5 


at their vi ill, 


| I mean 


- 


y 


1 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
May every nymph be bleſt like me, | 


JI mean to fing in ruſtic verſe . 
Young Strephon, young n young 
Strephon of the Hill. 
As once I fat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; : 
Who ſhou'd my Sure invade, 
But Strephon of the Hill. 


He tap'd my ſhoulder ſnarch'd a Kiſs, 
I cou'd not take it ill; 


For nothing ſure is done . 
By Strephon of the Hill. 


Conſent O lovely maid he cry'd, 


Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 
Conſent this day to be the bride, | 
Of Strephon of the Hill. 
Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, | 
| See how they fit and bill; | 
So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away, 
With Strephon of the Hill. 


O love propitious ſtill; 


f With Strephon of the Hill. 


(70 ME fancy thou as oak regain; 


What time with impious flight; 
Miſdeems his own and tries in vain, 
To veil in endleſs night. | 


Oh! give me e'er the golden rays, 


Are from the ſky withdrawn, _ 


With raptur'd eye once more to trace 


The cottage on the lawn. 
There friendſhip, love, the ev 'ning crown'd, 
There hail'd the riſing day, 


The brook, the meadow ſmil d around, 
4 all was fy ect and | gay : | 


EL 111 7 | 
Within yon grove, the feather'd race, 


Made vocal eve and dawn, 
And in their carrols ſeem to praiſe, 
The cottage on the lawn, 


10 form my mind theſe happy ſcenes, 


May no ideas chace, 


Ambition and his golden dreams, 


Would ill ſupply the place; 


* 


The charms that power or wealth convey | 


From me be al} withdrawn ; 


So I may chaunt in humble lay 


The cottage of the lawn, 


E T ladies ga for pleaſure roam ; 
And flirt it through the tow * 


| 1 mean to ſeek my joys at home: 


Such joys as Hymen crown. 


I From wedlock's bounds, rl not depart ; 


Nor take a wider courſe, 


But with my hand, I'll give my hear 


For better and for worſe. T 


Il ne*er will vainly prove: 
But prudence ſhall direct my ways; 
And conſtancy my love. 


No pathon fond, fhall man impart 


That flows from fouler ſource; 

As with my hand, Pl give my heart 

For better, and for worſe. _ N. 7 
. 


No apiſh fop, nor ſot, nor rake 


My fayour thail attain : 


| Noantiquated lord, It take; 


Nor ſhare the mater's gain. | 
Of fool, or knave, who acts the part, 
Would rove to me a Curſe 


Since, with my hand, Vl] give my . | 


F or better and tor worie. 


| Thro' faſhion's rout, and folly's maze, 5 


* n 


· 
{ 


COME now all you ſocial powers, 


Shed your influence o'er us, 


Crown with joy the preſent hours 


And enliven thoſe before us. 
Bring the flaſk the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us, 

Laugh and drink, dance and ſing 
And caſt dull care behind us. 


Friendſhip with thy power divine, 


Brighten all our features ; | 
What but friendſhip, love and wine, 
Cen make us happy creatures? 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Love the godhead I adore, 


Source of generous paſſion ; 


But we'll ne'er bow down before 


Thoſe idols, wealth or faſhion, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


> Why the plague ſhould we be fad 2 


While on earth we moulder; 


Whether we're merry, grave or mad, 


We every day grow older, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


| Then fince time will Real away, 


In ſpite of all our ſorrows; 


Feighten every joy to dav, 


And never mind to-morrow. 
Bring the flaſk, Kc. 


WHAT chearful d lute: our cars, 14 


And echo o'er the lawn! 


, Behold the loaded car appears, 


In joyful triumph drawn: 
The nymphs and ſwains, a jovial band, 
Still thouting as they come, 


With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 


Proclaim the harveſt home. 


Tue careful hind, with re joy, 
His labours paſt, he counts his gains; 


| His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt (wains 


£ L 


—  . 
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The golden eden, pid up on high, 
| Within the barn are ſtor? T 


Exulting, views his hoard. 


And, freed from anxious care, 


| His rural plenty ſhare. 


| In dance and ſong the ” is ſpent; 3 
All ply the ſpicy bowl: 


Aud jeſts and harmleſs merriment 


Expand the artleſs ſoul. 


| Young Colin whiſpers Rofalind, 


Who ſtill reap'd by his fide ; 


] And plights his troth if ſhe prove kind, 
Io take her for his bride. | 


For joys like theſe, through circling g years, | 
Their toilſome taſk they tend : 


The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, | 


In proſpect of the end: 


In ſpring, or winter, ſows his ſeed, 
| M anures or tills the ſoil ; 


In ſummer various cares ſucceed ; 


But harveſt crowns his toil. 


1 WHEN wars alarms entic "4 my willy 


from me, 
My poor heart with egr' ef did ich, 


I Each fond remembrance brought freth forrow 


on me 

I woke et er yet the morn was nigh. 

No other could delight him, 
Ah! why did Le'er ſlight him? 


. | Coldly anſwering his fond tale, . 
| Which drove him far, amidſt the rage of war, 
And left ſilly me thus to bewail. 


No other ccu! d delight him, &e. SEL 


| Is "_y found 1 in 5 s face. 


Such life ſuch gentleneſs are jojn'd, 
: And meet at once in William's mind. 


But I no lai thet; a maid ſorſakeu⸗ 
| Thus will mourn like yonder dove; 
For e're the lark to-morrow ſhall be waken, 
Iwill ſeek my abſent love: 
The hoſtile 2 over, 
I'll fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning everv threat” ning fear, 
Nor diſtant ſhore, nor cannon's roar, 


Shall The hot cep me from my dear, 


ile country over, &c. 


WILII AM and NANNY. 


8 E E, the lilly filver white 


See the roſe with bluſhes bright ! 


- Cou'd they both in one combine, 
| Matchleſs wou'd their beautics thine : 


But that bleſt unrival'd grace, 


MANNV. 


Lively i is as breezy morn, _ 

When the dew-drop decks the kom 3 
Gentle is the ſober eve, 
When the flocks their p 


ſtures leave : 


DUVET. 


| Sweet the lilly's ſuowy bloom 
Sweet the relle 's freſh perfume ! ! 


Sweet the morn's cnliv*ning ray 


Sweet the gentle cloſe of day! ß 
But ah! What can mortals prove 
Half ſo ſweet as mutual love ? 


AS now my bloom comes on apace, 
> The ſwains begin to teize me, 


? Bur two who elaim the foremoſt place, 


Pry N Ways 39 n me; 


I 


| To judge acighty and chuſe the beſt 


| 


| Palemon's flock Uunutpdet' d ſtray 


But then our years fo diſagree, 
| It is but May I'm ſure with me, 


| Can I who ſcarcely am in bloom, 


For dreſs and ſhow to touch my pride, 


. * 
—B— 


1 | But then there's ſomething elſe beſides, 


bs Then, Colin, thou my choice ſhait gain, 
I And grey -hair'd wealth ſhall plead in dein 


1 1 


. TH H EN farewel my trim built whores; 


| | Never more at Chelſea Ferry, 


| Le mig, SED,” 2 


Is not ſo ſoon decided, 
When both their merits are re expreſt, 
I may be lefs divided, 


He's rich beyond all meaſure, 
Would I but ſmile, be kind, and gay; 
He'd give me all his treaſure ; 

So much as I remember, 


With him it is December, 


Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing, 

»Twould ſpoil each ripening year to come 
Bringevery charm to ruin : 

My little heart is panting, 


I ſoon ſhould find was wanting. 


For thou wilt ne'er deceive me, 
For thou haſt none to give me, 
fancy paints thee full of charms, 
hy looks ſo young and tender, 


his new and fond alarms, 
10 thee I now ſurrender. 


| Oars, and coat and badge, farewel ; 


Shall your Thomas take a ſpell. | 
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Where expos'd to everv danger, 
Some friendly ball thall lay me low. 
Then may-hap when homeward feering, 
With the news my meſs-martes come; 
Even you, the ſtory hearing, 


W ith a ſigh may cry 
FH APPY the nymph who nc'er can know 
Diftractions which from riches grow, 
Remov'd at diſtance from the g great, 
Who willing lives in low eſtate. 


voor Tom ! 


One fountain is her mirrgur, and her drink, 


And if the's pleas'd, what others think ; 
It matters not---of joy ſecure, 

Bleſtin the little heav'n has ſent, 

Her only pride is that ſhe's poor 3 ; 

Poor but content. 


Courted a laſs that liv'd over the lee, 
Whoſe manners Were gentle, engaging 
and free, „ 
Her name it Was prey young pat, 
Yet whenc'er my paſſion to her 1 wou'd own, 
She'd always be cri11g---Do let me alone, 
Pfſhaw ! what the plague would you be at. 


Tt happen'd one ev'ning upon the green graſs, 
A few harmleſs hours in order to pals ; * 
I huge'd her as by her I fat; 


4 


| But, jud! who cou'd think it ſhe call al me | 


a drone, 
Again Ne ee et me alone, 
Pſhaw'! what the plague wou'd you be at. 


Bedeck d in my beſt for a dance the next day, 

I led her along o'er the meadows fo gay; 
Aud charm'd her fo much with my . ; 
That me for a dunce ſhe was won't to difown, 
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ye bee, thus as ch. 


Nor ſcarcely exclaim'd---No let me alone; 
Pihaw what the plague wou'd you beat. 
At laſt by entreating I gain'd the coy maid, 
And told her my paſſion on honor was laid ; 
When happy and pleas'd was my Pat. 


ler manners were ſoften'd and chang'd was 
her tone, 


No more to torment me with---Let me alone, 
Paw! what the plague wou'd you be at. 


| Tuoven prudence may 2 me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 


- | Againtt inclinatian, O, what can they do! f 


No longer a rover, 
His follics are over, 


My heart, my fond _ fays my Henry i i. 
true, 


From ſweet to ſweet, ranging, 

A rofe ſhould he light on, ne'er wiſhes to 
[fray ; 
With raptures poſſefſing, 

In one every bleſſing, 

Till torn from her boſom, he flies far oy. 


| ours thi bee ſucks, there fuck I; 


In a cowſlip's bell Ilie: 
There I couch, when owls do crys. 
On the bat's back I do fly, 
After ſunſet merrily, 5 
Merrily, merrily, ſhall T live now. | 
Under the bloſſom, that * on the bough. 


"EASE rude 8 bluſt'ring nal, | 


Liſt te landimen all to me, 


| Meſſmates 


Meſſmates hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſea : 

From bounding billows firſt in motion, 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 

To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 
Where the ſcas contend with ſkies. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By topſail ſheets and haulyards ſtand, 

Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 
Down your ſtay- fails hand boys hand ! 

Now it frethens, ſet the braccs, 

Nou the top-ſail ſheets let go, | 

Luft, boys luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up your top fails nimbly cles. 


Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms, 
Freſh enjoyments, wanton courting, 

Safe from all but love's alarms : 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 

Think what fears our mind enthrall, 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

Now again the bo'ſen calls. * 


The topſail yards points to the wind boys, 

See all clear to reef each courſe ; | 
T.et the foreſheet go, don't mind boys, 

Tho' the weather ſhould be worſe. 

Fore and aft the ſpritſail yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſee alf clear, 

Hands up, each preventer brace ſet, 
Man the toreyard, cheer lads cheer. 


Now the dreadful thunder es, 
Peal on peal contending clath ; 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue light'nings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 


All above us one black iky ; 
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| | Different deaths at once ſurround us 


Hark what means that dreadful cry ! 


| The foremaſt's gone ! cries every tongue out, 


O'er the lee twelve feet *bove deck; 


A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 


Call all hands to clear the wreck. 


| Quick the lanyards cut to pieces, 


Come my hearts be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water in the hold! 


| While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 


We for wires or children mourn ; 
Alas ! from hence there's no Ys 
Alas! from hence there's no return: 


still theleak is gaining on us, 


Both chain-pumps are choak'd below ; | 


IH cav'n have mercy here upon us, 


8 


For only that can ſave us now. 


Ober the lee beam is the land boys, 


Let the guns o' erboard be thrown, 


To the pump come every hand boys, 


WO] 


„ 


Sec our mizen- maſt is gone : 


The leak we've found it can't pour faſt, 


We've lighten'd her a foot or more, 


| Up and rigg a jury fore-maſt, 


She rights, the rights, boys we” re off 3 . 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 


Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 


Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking, 


To our ſweethearts and our wlves : 


Fill it up about ſhip wheel it, 


Cloſe to th'lips a brimmer join; 


| Where's the tempeſt, now who feels i it, 


None- our dang er's drown'd 1 in wine. 


sos 


"ONGS of Hepherds i in ruſtical roundelays, 
Form'd in fancy and whiſtled on reeds; 
Sung to {ulace young nymphs upon holidays, 
Are too unworthy for wonderful decds : 

Sottith Silenus to Phæbus the genius, 

Was ſent by dame Venus a long to prepare, 
In praiſe nicely coin'd, 
And vertic quite refin'd, 

How the ſtates divine hunted the hare. 


Stars quite tired with paſtimes 1 
Stars and planets that beautiful ſhone ; 
Could no longer endure that men only thall 


_ Swim in pleaſures, and they but look © on ; | 


Round about horned 
Lucina, they ſwarmed, | 
And her informed how minded they were, 
Each god and goddefs 
Io take human bodies, 
= As lords and ladies to follow the hare. 


Chuaſte Diana a 
While pale 
To guide the welkin and govern the ocean, 


; ak the motion, 


Wilke ſne conducted her 9 — e | 


By her example, | 
I heir father to trample, 
The earth old and ample, hey ſoon leave the 
1 
Neptune the water, 
And wine liber pater, 


. Mars the ſlaughter to follow the hare. 


Voung God Cupid was mounted on Pegafus, 
Borrow'd of the muſes with kiſſes d 
prayers, | 


Stern Aleides upon cloudy Caucafus, 
Mounted a centaur that proudly him bears: 


Poftillion of the ſky, 


. 
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Made his courſer fly fleet as the air; 


| . 


Ceres the brown with bright Cytherea, 


roſerpine ſat in her place, ; + | | 
t And Maia with Flora did company PIO: 2 


Light-heel'd Mercury, 


a 


While tuneful Apollo, 
The chace did follow, 


And hoop and hollow boys after the hare. 
Drowned Narciſſus from his metamorphoſis, 


Rous'd by Eccho new manhood did take; 


Snoring Somnus upſtarted from cimmeries, 


Before for a thouſand years he did noy 
Wake; | 
There was clubfooted, 

Mulciber booted, 


And Pan promoted on Corydon' s mare; 


Solus flouted 
And Momus ſhouted 


| And Pallas pouted yet iollow'd the have, 
| Hymen uſhers the lady Aſtrea, 5 


The jeft took hold of Latona the 4. 1 8 ; 


Thetis the wanton Bellona the bold ; 
Shamefac'd Aurora, | 
With witty Pandora, 


But Juno was ſtated, 
Too high to be mated, _ 
 Altho? ſhe hated not hunting the un 


Three brown bowls to th' olympical rector, 
The Troy born boy prefents on his knee ; . 


Jove to Phæbus carouſes in nectar, 


And Phæbus to Hermes and Hermes to me. 


Wherewith infuſed, 
_ I piped and muſed, 
In language unuſed, their ſports to > deckars 
Till the houſe of Jove, 
Like the ſpheres did move, 
Health to thoſe that love uu 8 che lane 


IN 


| 


(wm) 


; I vain to keep my heart you ſtrive, 
And ſeek your own un-doing; 

Tis kindneſs keeps the flame alive, 
But rigour proves its ruin ; 

Would you the rover ſhould return, 
Be courtcous and complying, | 

No heart did e'er with rapture burn, 
That met with cold denying. 


Come pry 'thee leave this prudiſh air, 
Give o'er this affectation, 

Hypocriſy with all the fair, 
Is now quite out of faſhion; _ 

While love and youth are in their prime, 
Enjoy their fleeting treaſure, 

The envious hand of creeping time, 
Deſtroys all j joy and pleaſure. 


EK ind nature every charm ſupplics, 
And all her ile diſcloſes, | 
With love'inflames thy ſparkling eves, 
And paints thy cheeks with roſes ; 

And ſhall thoſe roſes fade away, 
Iheir fragrance yet untaſted, 

Shall all thy charms through time decay, 
And nature's gifts be waſted. 


Behold the birds in yonder grove, 
In happy pairs combining, | 
The ſeafon hail of joy and lov e, 
In ſweeteſt concert joining 
But if they find a mate too coy , 
And profter'd bliſs rejected, 
To kinder females ſoon they fly, 
And leave hep quite neglected. | 


THE gods „ lately did 


W bert _ coſa with exquiſite ſauces as dreſt 


* 


Their catables did with their deities fult, | 


| Bur what they ou's drink did occaſion diſ- 


| _ pute; 
'Twas time that old Nector was grown out of 
faſhion, 


Being what they did drink long before the 


creation; 
from the board, 


word; 


The bowl it was largs of a heavenly ſize, 
| Wherein they did uſe infant Gods to Fe | 
_ | Quoth Jove I'm inform'd they drink 


upon earth, 


I Whereby the mortals wits far exceed us in 


mirth, 


| Quoth Jove, Quoth Jove, they drink punch 
upon earth they drink punch upon earth, 
Whereby the mortal wits far exceed us in 


mirth. 


; Therefore our wide godheads rogerher let's 


lay, 


| | And «endeavour to make it much ironger x 


than they; 


{Twas ſpoke like a God, fill che bowl to the 


„ 


laſt drop; 


3 Apollo then ſtraitway ſent . his laſſes, 
With pitchers to be fill'd at the well of Par- 


naſſus; 


I To poets new born , this liquor it was brought 
And they ſtickt it in, for their bf: mornings | 


Ar aught ; 


When the ky colour'd cloth was remov'd 


For making the punch great Jove gave the 


unch 


He's cathier'd from Heayen that leaves the | 


| Then 


_ — 
—— — — eo — — eee on 
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Then Inno for e fept i into her cloſet, 
| 2 ſhe was ſick, ſhe infus'd into 


| For Goddeſſes you know may be ſqueamiſh 
| as gipſeys, 
The ſon and the moon too have their eclipſes. 
Quoth Jove, &c. 


Theſe lemons were call'd the Hiſperian fruit, 
Where a vigilent dragon was ſaid to look to't ; 


Twelve dozen of theſe were well ſqueezed in 


| water, 
The reſt of ingredients in order came after; 
And Venus admirer of things that was fweet, 


Knew without her in fuſion there cou'd be no 
treat; 


Commanded her ſugar loaves white as her | 


.'- -:- daves; 

To be inſtantly brought by a pair of young 
5 loves; 5 af 

Fo wonderful curious then theſe deities were, 


The fugar it was ftram'd thro? a piece of fine 


| air; 
Jolly Bacchus gave notice by dangling his 
tag bunch, 

Thar without his afliflance there'd be no good 


punch. 


' Quoth Jove, &c. 


85 What he mean: by the 8 was very well 
; known, 

They threw in ten gallons of truſty langoon ; 
Mars tho' a blunt God, and chief of the 
; biſkers, 

Was fat at the table a curling his whiſkers 3 ; 


Quoth he fellow Gods, and celeftial gallants * 
1 would not give a fig for your Punch: y with- ; | 


our Nantz : : 


Therefore my Ganymede I do command ye, 
To throw in ten gallons of the beſt Nentz 


| brandy ; 
But Saturn, of all the Gods there, was $ the 


oldeſt, 


And we may imagine his ſtomach was the 
coldeſt; 


He out of his pouch ſome nutmegs did pro- 


duce, 


Which being grated ſine were thrown in the 
juice. 


Quoth Jove, &c. 


Then Neptune this ocean of liquor did crown, 
With a fea biſcake baked hard in the fun; 
The bow] being finiſh'd, a health then began, 
Quoth Jove let it be to that creature call'd 
Man; 
'Tis to him alone, our great pleaſure we owe, 
For Heaven, never was true Heaven, till now; 
The Gods being Pleas d. the health it went 
about, 
Till Gorrel belly'd. Bacchus' s guts nigh burſt 
out; 
The other brave Gods did immenſe of ch 


ſwaltow, 


| Whilk Acteon with hounds and with huntf- 


men did hollow; 


| The punch was delightful, they plenty did | | 


ES; Is 
And all the world over their fame it did ring. 
— Jove, &c. 
M Y Nancy 8 the rural train, 
A camp diſtreſs to prove; 


All other ills ſhe can ſuſtain, 
But living from her love. 


ut 


And pleaſing hopes all bright” ning rays, 
Difpel each gloomy fear; I_ | 


| Coifs ho can lug? 


And by my grief did meaſure 


Bar . tho? your ſoldier's there, | 
Will not your ſpirits fail; | 


To mark the hardfhips you muſt ſhare, | 


Dear Nancy of the Dale, 


Or fhould your love each danger ſcorn, 
Ah! how ſhall L ſecure; 

Your health midſt toils which you were born, 
To ſooth but not cndure. 

A thoufand perils I muſt view, 
A thouſand ills aſſail; 


Nor muft I tremble e'n for you, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 


TH E fmiling dawn of happy days, 


Preſents a proſpect clear, 


While ev? 0 charm that peace diſplays, 
Makes f. ſpring time all the ycar. 


1 Lock -d up all my e, 
I journey d many a mile, 


The paſfing time the while. 


My buſmeſs done and over, 
I haſten'd back again, 


Like an _expeCting lover, 


To view it once again. 


But this delight was ſtifled, 
As it began to dawn, 

I found the caſket rifled, 
25 all my treaſure Bone. 


T HE youth, who fm woman has ſuffer's 
| diſdain, © | 
Aud fit of averſion, x will court her again ; ; 


T rg ” 


| Thee lo 


May boaſt that his actions are guided byrule, 
Bur flatters himſelf, for ſhe Knows him a 
fool. « | 


While partial conceit dims the gt of « our 


ey es, 


| We ne'er can aſpire to the title of wiſe ; 


And ſpite of experience that maſterly ſchool, 
Each mortal is ſometime or other----a foal. 


W HE N bickrings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at gamiorum; 


| The flame to cool, 


My golden rule, 


Is -Puſi about the] jorum. 
Wich fiſt on jug, . i 


Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 


| Who her fed rag, 
In gibe can way, | 
| With her mouth Full of liquor. 


| : Wuns hana in my native land, 


| I'll never bafely lend my hand, 


I boaſt my country's charter; ; 


Her libertics to barter. 


The goble mind is not at all, 
| By poverty degraded ; 


I Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 


And well I am perſuaded, 


I Each free-born Briton's ſong ſhould be, 


Or give me dcath or liberty. 


Tho- ſmall the yow'r which fortune grants, 


And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, 
hireling often wants, 


| That freedom that defend us. — 


2 
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4 BENEATH a green ſhade « reh rung | 


By law ſecured from lawleſs rife, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum, 

Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell e'm ? 

No- -ev'ry Briton's ſong thould be, 
Or give me Coach or liberty. 


T HE ladies of rank are fo friſky and fine, 
Not one of ſuch madams fthall ever be 
mine; 


Tho' they wiſh for a huſband, they all go the | 


way, 
To be married to-morrow, and ſingle to- day: 


They jump, and they caper, they prance and 


they run, 


And the more they do miſchief the more is 


the fun : 


Oh! before Fl be after ſuch gypfies as they, 
Ill be marry'd to-morrow--- -and * to- 


day. 


Arrah! give me a girl char s as ſweet as a 


plumb, 
And as found as a bell, and as s tight. as a 
drum; I 


That will ſmile and make puddings, and love 


and obcy, 
And be fairbful t0-morrow-----tho" marry'd 
to- day; | 


” With 2 voice like a thruſh, and 2 breath like 


5. cow, 


That's as red as a roſe, and as freſh as a 


bough ; 


| Oh! Le il kiſs and we'll toy, and we'll fon- | 


dle and play, 
And be hippy to-morrow+>---- cho marry'd 
to-day. 1 e 


| twain, | 


One ev'ning reclin'd to Aide his pain; 


So fad yet fo fv, ectly, he warbled his woe, 


No The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the foun- 


tains to flow; 


| Rude winds wtth compaſſion could hear him 


complain, 
Vet Chloe leſs gentle was deaf to his ſtrain. 


How happy he cry'd my moments once flew, 
'Ere Chloe's bright charms firſt flaſh'd in my 


view 5 


Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could 1 


ſurvey, 
Nor ſinil'd the fair morning more chearful 
than they ; 
Now-ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe ** my Geht, | 
I'm tortur'd in pleaſure and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes in vain relief 1 purſue, 
All all but conſpire my griefs to renew; 


From ſunſhineto zephyrs and ſhades we repair, | 


To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air; 


But loves ardent fever burns always the Rene, 
No winter can cool it no ſumnier inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon all clouded retire, 

The breezes grew cool not Strephon's deſire; 

I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Vet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the 
mind; 

Ah wretch how can life be worthy thy care, 


To lengthen its moments but lengthens deſ- 


pair. 


OUNG Colin hier much to ſay, 
In ſecret to a maid, 


Perſwaded her to leave her hay, 
And ſeck the embow'ring ſhade. 


| When 


hen after roving w ith his mats 


Where none could hear or ſce, 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat, 
Under the green-wood tree. 


Your charms, ſays Colin fire my breaſt, 
What muſt I for them give: 

Nor night, nor day, can I have reſt, 
I can't without you live : 

My flocks, my herds, my all are thine 
Could you and I agree, 

Oh! would you to my wifh incline, 
Under the green-wood tree. | 


Not ſo my heart can Colin gain, 


The wary laſs replies, 

A lad, who muſt not ſuc in vain, 
Now for my favour tries : 

He bids me name the ſacred j joy, : 
In all things we agree, 

Then why ſhould you and I now ey 
Under the green-wood tree. 


All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 


She knew not what to do, 
Till to his ſuit ſhe would prove kind 
He would not let her go: 
His love, his wealth the youth diſplay'd, 
No longer coy was ſhe, 


To church he led the bluſhing maid, 


From under the green-wood tree. 


THE duſky night rides down the ky, 15 
| | Let ev'ry heart with joy abound ; 


And we'll be merry, briſk and gay, 


And uſhers in the morn, 
The hounds all make a jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
Then a hunting we will go, &c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms, to make hun ſtay, 


Cm] 


| | 


Deſpairing, m 


My dear it rains, it hails, it blows, 
You cannot hunt to day. 
But a hunting, &c. 


The uncavern'd fox like light” ning flies 
His cunning's all awake ; 


| To gain the race he eager t ies, 


His forfeit life's the ſtake, 
When a hunting, &c. 


Around, e'ea echo huntreſs turns, 


And madly ſhouts for joy; 


The ſportſman's breaſt enraptur'd burns, 


The chace can never cloy. 
Then a hunting, &c, 


mark, he ſeeks the tide, 
His art Will nought avall : | 
Hark ! ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 5 
His ſpeed, his cunning fail. 
When a hunting, Ke. 


For lo! his ſtrength's to faintneſs worn, | 


The hounds arreſt his flight; 


Then hungry homewards we return, 


Jo feaſt away the night. 
Then a drinking, &c. 


8 COME all ye ſhepherds of the laid, 


Come ev'ry nymph and ey'ry ſwain; 


| Leave all your work and haſte away, 


For Damon weds his Phillida. 
Let mirth and pleaſure then go round, 


For Damon weds his Phillida. 


| The ſwains ſhall pipe in pleaſing ſtrains, 
| The nymphs ſhall dance blithe o'er the 


plains ; 


„ In 
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Tn honour of the 56 77 day, 
That Damon weds his Phillida. 


No melancholy ſhall be ſeen, 
All ſhall be happy on the green; 
For we'll caſt all our cares away, 


When Damon weds his Phillida. 


The roſe and lilly we'll entwine, 
And cv'ry pleaſing flower join; 
And make chaplet fair and gay, 
To deck the lovely Phillida. 


Beneath their feet we flowers will ſtrew, 
garlands hang on ev'ry bough; 
All all to grace the wedding-day, 
Of Damon and his Phillida. 


| THE. buſy crew the ſails unbending. 

1 The ſhip in harbour ſafe arriv'd, 
Jack Oakum all his perils ending, | 
Had made the port where Kitty lived. 


His rigging no one durſt attack it, 

Tight fore and aft, above, below, 

Long quarter'd ſhoes, check ſhirt, blue jacket, 
And trowſers like the driv'n ſnow. 


And thus his heart with pleaſure ſowing, 
He flew like light'ning o'er the fide; 
And ſcarce had been the Þoat's length rowing, 
When lovely Kitty he eſpied. 


A flowing penant gayly flutter'd, 
From her hat, all made of "Rav 

Red, like her checks, when firſt ſhe utter'd, 
« Sure *twas my ſailor that I ſaw,” 


And now the thronging crew ſurround her 55 


2 


* 


And now ſecure from all alarms, 
Swift as a ball from a nine pounder, 
They dart into each others arms. 
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| While his lambs ſkip about 


; 


| | When I view the ſweet flocks as they feed, 2 


I N the morn as I walk'd thro' the mead, 
And tread on the carpet gf green, 


What equals the beautiful ſcene. 


| Through the groves as I paſs'd with delight, 


In view of yon ever green fine, 
What ſenſation I feel at the fight, 
Of a proſpe ſo rural and fine, 


| Hark the birds as they perch on the bough, 


With melody pleaſing the ear, 
See the hind from afar with his plough, 
Denoting the time of the year. 


As I ſtray'd thro? the neighb'ring le. 
Encompaſs'd with mountains fo high, 


. Oh what charms do I find in the dale, 


By the ſtreams that run bubbling by. 


At the ſoot of yon ſycamore tree, 
Sits tie ſhepherd a Wang, his reed, | 
um with glee, | 
His thecp along-fide of him feed. 


O'er yon beautiful lawn do I ee, 
The hare with timidity fly, 


| How delightful's the muſic to me, 


Of the echo of dogs in full cry, 


| But what harmony's that which I hear, 

' ?Tisthe bells from yon neighb'ring hill, 

O ho pleaſing the ſound to my car, | 
By the fide of this murmuring rill. 


| No pleaſure to me is ſo ſweet, 
As that which the country gives, 
| I am happy thank God at my teat, 
Where rural felicity lives. 


7 E fprightly nymphs, and zovial ſwalns, 


That tends your flocks upon your plains; 
| T 9 


© ; 
3 


0 


To am'rous Colin of the green, 


The Spaniſh Armada was funk atour feet, 
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To yonder cottage haſte away, 


And celebrate this happy day. 


To day the fair Clarinda deign'd, 
To yield her Kind conſenting hand; 


The blitheſt youth that e'er was ſeen. 


Love join'd their mutual hearts in one, 
And Hymen's rites are now begun; 
With joyful welcomes haſte away, 
And hail Clarinda's wedding day. 


Let ev'ry lad chuſe out his laſs, 
And lead her o'er the bended graſs; 


Then to the cottage all repair, 


And Kindly greet the happy fair. 


The bridal ſports ſhall then enſue, 
And ev'ry tender wiſh renew ; 


Tranſporting kiſſes ſhall impart, 
A fond defire toev'ry heart. 


Each nymph and ſwain by love inſpir d, | 
Shall be with bliſsful raptures fir'd ; 

And mirth, and joy, and jollity, 

Shall crown Clarinda' Tn . 


bright ſtar, 
When Howard and Raleigh commanded the 


war; 


Whilſt this was the chorus among the brave 
fleet. Ty 
For freedom we Briton” 8 will range o'er the 
flood, | 
To guard happy England, or loſe our heart's 8 
lood. 


2 did Spain tremble at Gght of our 


Os 


And louder the ſea-lion Hrs wick our 
Blake; | | 

The arm of our Ruſſel won England's re- 
nown, 


[While Tourville loſt France 25 deſir'd na- 


val crown. 
For freedom, &c. 


Brave Vernon their firong: Porto-Bello threw 
down, 
With only fix ſhips did he conquer the town; 


They trembled while Anſon encompaſs:d the | 


world, | 
Who ſoon on the French let his thunders be 

„ we'd; | 

For freedom, &c. 


To Hoſfier and Cornwall we'll ſtill ſhed a tear, 
IWhoſe memories long be to Engliſhmen dear; 
I But Hawke gave us ſpirits, and France hum- 


ble made, 


| Retriev'd all our fame and protetted our 


trade. 


{ For freedom, &c. 


I What tho' both their navy's s are potent again, 
v HEN glorious Eliza was England's 


Brave Hardy ſhall meet them and leſſen their 
train; | 
The inſolent Dons to their forr ow ſhall know, 
Their helpis in vaia *gainſt ſo pow 'rful a foe. | 
For freedom, . 


Then let us unite gait thefe w rerched pol- 
troons, 

We'll fink the French fleet, and take Spaniſh | 
galleons; e 

| This will chear up the ſpirits of each Britiſh | 


tar, 


1 the French ſue for peace, and pond: 
. rue the war. 


* 


Ga 


Inftead of which you'll fight and ſcratch---- 
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come to roam, 
He may ſeek a new climate who is wretched 
at home; 
| Who of pleafure-or-folly has not had his fill, 
May quit poor old England whenever he will. 


To Gvirre and to Charlotte a bumper put 
round, 

May they and their offspring with bleſſings 
be crown'd; 

May health, peace, and plenty be ſeen in our 
ſtreets, 

Here's again to the king, and fuecaſd © to our 

fleets. 

For ns &c. 


YS Colin to me I've a thought in my | 
head, 

I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed ; 

So pleaſe you, quoth I, and whene'er it is 

done, 


You'll quarrel and you'll part again---as ſure | 


as a gun. 


And ſo when you 're married (poor a amorous 
wight) 
You'll pill it and coo it from momiug till 


night ; 
But truſt me good Colin, you'll find it bad 


fun, 
as ſure as a gun. 


But ſhou'd ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt. 
love, 


And you be as ſupple, and ſoft as her glove; 'S | 


| An h oneſt man ne'er has but one. 
You're faſten'd to'her 5 ſtrings---as ſure | | 


Yet be ſhe a ſaint, and as chaſte as a nun, 


as a gun. 


Suppoſe i it was you i then, ſaid he, wich a leer,, 

You vou'd not ſerve me ſo, I m certain my 
dear; 

In troth I replicd, 1 will ler for none, 


But do as other Women do---as fure ; as a gun. 


Old England brave boys, good enough i is for 
me, 

Where my thoughts I can ſpeak, where my 
birth- right I'm free; 

Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 

I can ſport in the field, or can roar in my hall; 

| My time is my own, 1 can do as 1 will, 


| I have children that . a wife that i is 


ſtill. 


1 feel that Im haves: het raxes run high, 

J want no exotics, ſo 'caſy am 1; 

I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with 

the dead, 

With party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 

Contention I hate, and a bumper love moſt, 

| Youw'lF pledge me I'm ſurc, for Old Eng: 
land's my toaſt. 


WHAT s a poor finple clown 
| To doin the town, | 
Of their freaks, and fagarics, I'll none, 
The folks I ſaw there, Oe 


Two faces did wear, 


Hokus, 
Let others to London YO roam, | 
I love my neighbour, 
To ſing and to labour, 
To me there's nothing like country home. 


Nav the ladies J vow, 


I cannot tell how, 


0 5 1 


Were now white as curd, and now 51 
Law! how would you ſtare, 
At their huge crop of hair, 2 
'Tis a haycock o'top of their head. 
Let others, &c, 


Then tis ſo dizen'd out 
And with trinkets about, 
With ribbands and flippets between ; 
They ſo noddle and toſs, 
juſt like a fore horſe, 
With toſſels and belis in a team. 
Let others, &c. 


Then the fops are fo fine, 
With lark waſted chinc, 
And alittle K imp bit of a hat; 
Which from ſun, wind, and rain, 
Will not ſhelter their . . - 


: Tho! there's no need to take care of that. 


Let others, &c. 


Would you theſe creatures ape, 

In looks and thin ſhape,  _ 
Teach a calf on his hind legs to go; 

Let him waddle in gait, 

A ſkim-diſh on his pate, 


4 he'll look all the world like a beau. 


Loet otners, &c. 


To keep my brains right, 
| My bones whole and tight, _ 
To ſpeak, nor to look, would I dare ; 


As they bake they ſhall brew. 


Old Nick and his crew, 
At London keep Vanity Fair. 
Let others, &c. | 


Tae ſun now peeps on yonder hill, 
| In ſtreaks of 888 „ 


For ſhame get up, nor ſlumber ſtill; 
| Quir, quit your downy bed. 
CHORUS. 
For hark ! horn and hound are ſaluting 
rac day, 
The fox from his covert is burſting away; g 
O'er mountains he ſcampers, we'll dou- 
ble our pace, 


| Swift vengeance pur ſues him, and glad- 
„ dens our chace. | 


| Loſe, loſe no time, to horſe my voy „ 
ling off dull drowſy ſpleen; A 
The neighing ſounds, and deep tongu' 'duoiſe, : 
Now call us to the green. 
For hark ! &c. 


| With roſy he alth our cheeks ſhall glow, 
Our nerves with toll be ſtrong, | 
| With tides of joy our blood ſhall flow, 
| Who join the hunting throng. 

For hark! &c. 


F 

of And we leave the ſhouting field, 

| And night has brought us home, 

Libations rich the hall ſhall yield, 

Loud mirth ſhall ſhake the We. | 
For hark Ke. 


S WER TES T bard that ever ſung, 

| Natute's glory, fancy's child ; 
Never ſure did witching tongue, 

Warble forth ſuch wood-notes wild. 


Come each muſe, and ſiſter grace, 
Loves and pleaſures hither come; 
| Well you know this happy place, | 
| Avon's banks were once your home. 


5 Bring the laurel, bring the flow rs, 
"ns of W to him raiſe 15 
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He 1.h'tel all bur powers, 
A. un ting, fin. his prai e. 


B NEAT. the 014 by ſhes that 8 on- 


der made, 
Wich Celia T fat, and with innocence « pla 'd; 
Contentment was with us. why ſhou'd I-re- 


pine 5 
No let me thank heaven that Celia is mine. 


Ihe hawthorn the gather” d when all in its 


blobm, | 
And brought me the vr i'Ict and my 5 per- 
ane; | 
Theſe have a few beaities aid 1 ſuch as 
thine, 


But to me ther are taffelef; for Celi: au is mine. 
Lo! there how they fade, how they ficken 


and die, | 
Such objc &; pleaſe only the ſmell and the 
EVE 3 
But thou hait chad beauties which ne'er will 
deeline, 


Farewel to all others for 88 is mine, 


She flung. them away and lat down by my 
ſide, 
And you are my Colin for ever he cry d; 
Our mutual ſenſatt ons no tongue can decline, 
But monarchs ma y env that Celia is mine. 


WHEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf o 
be feen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loft ; 
v hen aature's diſrob' d of her mantle of 
green, 
And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the 


f roſt, 


8 


* 


þ 


| 


While the peofant, naive; ftands ſhivering 
With cod, | 
As bleuk the winds northerly blow; | 
And the innocent flocks run for eaſe to the 
fold, 
With their fleeces Dei prinkled with ſnow. 


In the yard when the cattle are todder'd with 

frraw, 

And they ſei it forth their breath like a 

fteain ; 

And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe 
muſt thaw, 


. Flakes of ice Tha ſhe finds in the cream. 


V. hen the ſwect country maiden, as freſh ay 
4 FOIEs--- 
As the carcleſsly trips, Fr YR ſlides ; | 
And the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe 
ſhows, 


All the char ms that her modeſty hides. 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join, 
In a crowd round the embers are met ; 
| Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the 
wind, 


And of ohoſts; till they're all in a ſwear. 


Hcav'n grant in this ſcaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph who I love and admire 
| While the icicles hang from the eves of wy 
cot, 
I may thither i in ſafety retire! ! 


Wherc in ncatneſs and quiet, and free from 
ſurprize, | 
We may live, and no hardſhips endure; ; 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other — cure. 


co 


ET grave divines preach up dull rules 


To moral wit refine, 
Such precepts taught in Roman {cl, a0! 8, 
We Fryars here define. 
Here's a health to Father Paul, 
Here's a health to Father Paul, 


For flowing bowls enlights the ſouls, 


Of jolly Fryars all. 


When in the convent we are met, 
We laugh, we joke and fing, 
All worldly cares we ſoon forget 
For Father Paul's our king. 

Here's a health, &c. 


No abſolution we'll not give, 
Ye blue-ey'd Nuns fo fair, | 


No denediction here receive, 


But banith all your care, 
Here's a health, Kr. 


With beads and croſs not held divi ine, 


We pray for fervent zeal, 


To roty Bacchus god of wine, 


Prolifick deeds reveal. 
Here's a health, . 


May every Fryar pleaſe his Nun. 


Each night when he gocs home, 
May ſhe dear creature have ſome fun, 
The convent is their own. | 
Here's a health, &c. 


Then fill your bumpers ſons of mirth, 
Ler Fryars be the toaſt, | 


That we may all exiſt on aan, 


And this your erder boaſt. 
Here's a health, c. 


W H EN the bright froſty mornings 


keen thro? the Wien, 


beam 


| 


: 


127. ] 


What Pian I feel to behold, | 
The hills, and the downs in fair pr oſpedt aſe, 
And the ſeas that our Albion iafold. 


Like a lover they claſp us---we're ſafe in their 
arms 
They protect both the ſheep and the ſwains, 


While the you bravely rouſe them to glo- 


ry*'s charifs, 


And the tylts are all white on the plain. | 


As I walk forth to view them, with | joy my 


fond heart, 
Tho' a female, beats drong for the cauſe. 
I'm a Briton, I'm ſure, ſcorn French : arms 
and French art, 
And exult | in our freedom and laws, 


| | Whilſt T rove thus uniceding, the youths of 


the town, 


My unpra&tis'd boſom aail, 


Each prays that his ſuit w th conſent I would 


crown, 
But true merit alone muſt prevail. 


Tis not pomp, 'tis not riches that charm i in 
my eye, | 
From ambition my heart is quite. free ; 
11 1 is not for greatneſs 1 heave the fond ligh, 
All its boaſts are but empty to me. 


To the youth who is open, good humour's 
and bold, 
Both my hand and m ned are conſign'd ; 
The ties of that union fr ever muſt hold, 
Which virtue and prudence can bind. 


| | Tis the youth for his mn who nobly 


"will dare, 


And 


And his honour his ſuit ſhall commend ; 
For he's more deſerving the ſmiles of the fair, 
Whoſe valour their charms can defend. 


T ET awbile, {weet ſleep, deeeive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 

Let not care awake to grieve me, 

Lull it with thy potent charms. 


J, a turtle doom'd to ſtray, 
Quitting young the parent's ucſt, 

Find each bud a bird of prey, 
Sorrow Knows not where to reſt. 


WHEN I were young, tho? now aim old, 
3855 The men were kind and true; 
But now they're: grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do? 
For men are truly 
80 unruly, | 
I tremble at {eventy-two. 


When I were fair---tho' now ſo ſo, 
No hearts were given to rove, 
Our pulſes beat nor faſt, nor Hows 

But all was faith and love 

What can a woman do i 
For men are truly, 
So unruly, 

FT tremble at ſeventy-two. 


SOME women take delight in dreſs, 
| And ſome in cards take pleaſure ; 

Whilſt others place their happineſs, 

In heaping hoards of treaſure : 

In private ſome delight to kils, 
Their hidden charms unfolding ; 
But, all miſtake their ſovereign bliſs, 
1 here's n0 ſuck.) joy as ſeolding. | 
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| Before my neighbours they can riſe, 


Tos 


The inſtant that I « ope my cytes, 
Adieu all day to filence ; 


They hear my tongue a mile hence : 


| When at the board I rake m y ſeat, 


Tis one continued riot; 


eat, and ſcold, and ſcold, and cat, 


My clack is ne'er at quiet. 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 


I ever am complaining ; 


"Too raw, too roaft, too young, too old; 


Each gueſt at table paining: 1 
Let it be fowl, or fleſh, or fiſh, 
Though of nfy own providing, 


I ſtill find fault with my diſh, 


Still every ſervant chiding. 


| But, when to bed I go at night, 


I ſurely fall a weeping ; 


For chen [ loſe my great delight, 


How can I ſcold when fleeping : 


| But this my pain doth mitigate, 


And ſoon ditperſes ſorrow, 
although to-night it be too late, 
I'll pay it off to-morrow. 


boſom of arch 1s 40 matted with 
leaves, 
The honours of autumn decay ; 


| 4 Ceres no longer exhibits ber ſheaves, 


To the golden-eyed monarch of day. _ 
With diſſonant guns hills and valleys reſound, 
The ſwains thro' the cbppices rove ; 


| The partridges bleed on the arable ground, 


The pheaſants lie dead in the grove. 


+ The coats of the hedges look languidly green, 


2 he ſwallows ü ain the meads ; R 


ude 


cn, 


Rude winter approaches with horrible mein, 
The flow'rets give place to the weeds : 
The ſun too is lazy, and ſlumbers a bed, 
As loathing ſo early to riſe : 
When riſen, how dim looks his vapoury 
head, 


How faint he illumines the Kies 


No more on the poles hang che eluftering 
hops, 

Or forma magnificent ſhade; 

No more on theigAkirts ſhine the ſhowe «ry 
drops, 
For Autumn, their arne is decay'd. 

The gale that was wont to approach me ſo 

„EkEind, | 

Grows ſharp, and 1 Aies haſtily by, | 

To give me ſweet kiſſes no longer inclin'd, 
It bids the tear ſtart from my eye. 


0! ſee while I ſpeak, from the gun's s levelt 7 | 


aim, 
Death pierces the birds of the air, 


Ye rovers. will nothing your conduct re- | 


'Þ claim, | 
And move your hard boſoms to ſpare 4 
No, nothing---ye cry W ith unanimous voice, 
While ridicule falls from your tongue, 
Ye think not, ye cruel ones, as ye OE, 
How once the poor innocents ſung 


To others ſuch barbarous ſports I reign, 
And fly to my Florimel's arms; 

Her ſanctiſied love ſhall be totally mine, | 
For virtue adds force to her charms. _ 

On the baſe of religion, my fair let it riſe, 
To crown ns with bleiſings 'twas giv 80 
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To bid our wuls i mount from tlic earth to the 
ſkies, 


And gives us a foretaſte of heaveu. 


\ HENa 3 maid 
Is firſt eſſay'd, 
By ſome admiring ſwain, 
How her bluſhes riſe, 
If ſhe meets his eyes 


| While he nnfolds his pain! 


If he takes her hand -- ſhe trembles quite ! 
Touch her lips- --and ſhe ſwoons outr icht! 0 
While a pit-a-pat, &c. 
Her heart avows her fright ! 


But in time appear 
Fewer ſigns o& fear; , 
The youth ſhe boldly views : 
If her hand he graſp, 
Or her boſom clafp? 
No mantling bluſh enſues ! 


| Then to church well pleas'd, the lovers move? 


While her ſmiles her contentment one's ; 
And a-pit-a-pat, &c. 
Her heart avows her love. 


HE. 
Hofs haſte away, my only der, 
Make haſte, and away, away; 
For all at the gate | 
Thy truc lover docs Was 


| Then pry thec make no delay. 


SHE, 


h VI how ſhall T ſteal away, my love, 


Oh! how ſhall I ſteal away ? y | 
0 ay: 


oY daddy i 1s. near, 
And ] dare not for fear, 
I Fu ee then another 3 


HE. 


On this is ; the only day, my dear, 
Oh ! this is the only day; 
I'll draw him aſide, 
While you thro' the gates ſlide, 
And then 1 may ſteal away. 


SHE. 
Then pry'thee make no delay, r my dear, 
Then pry*thee make no delay; 
We'll ſerve him a trick, 


For I'll ſlip in the nick, 
And with my true love away. 


Z - BOTH.” 

- Oh! Cupia, befriend a loving pair, 

Oh! Cupid befriend us, I pray; 
Make our ſtratagem take, 


For thine own ſweet ſake, 
And Amen let all true lovers ſay. 


TAS on the morn of ſweet May-day, 
When nature painted all things gay, 


Taught birds to fing and lambs to play, 
And: gild the meadows fair, 
Young Jockey early in the morn, 
Arofe and tript it o'er the lawn, 
His Sunday coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run, 
With Jockey tothe Fair. : 


The chearful pariſh bell had rung, 
Wh eager ſteps he trudg'd along, 


| With; ow' ry garlands round him hung, 5 


Wa — us'd to wear; 


L 1 


He tapp'd the window, haſte my V deary | 


Jenny impatient = fs „who's there, 
Tis I my love and no one near, 


| Step gently down you've nought to fear, 


With Jockey to the Fair. 


| My Dad and Mam is faſt aſleep, 


My brother up and with the ſheep, 
And will you ſtill your promiſe keep, 
Which I have heard you ſwear ; 


And will you ever conftant prove, 


I will by : all the powers above; 


And ne'er deceive my charming dove, 
| Diſpel thoſe doubts and haſte my love, 


With Jockey to the Fair, 


I Behold the ring the ſhepherd cry 'd, 


Will Jenny be my charming bride, 


Let Cupid be our happy guide, 


And Hymen meet us there. 


Then Jockey did his vows renew, 


I He would be conſtant would be true, 


2 I put on 1 my cloaths, I call d for my groom : 


| His word was pledg'd away he flew, 
[O'er cowſlips tipt with balmy dew, 


With Jockey to the Fair. 


In raptures meet the joyful train, 
[Their companions blythe and young, 
Each join the dance, each join the e 


To hail the happy pair. 


In turns there's none ſo fond as they, 


They bleſs the Kind propittous day, 


| The ſmiling month of blooming May, 
| When xs. 2 | 


Jenny run od 
With Jockey to the Fair. 


: THE moment Aurora pep d into the 


room, 


Will 


he 


m: 
all 


And af 
bl 
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win Whiſtle by this had uncoupled the 
hounds, 

Who, lively and nettleſome, friſk” d o'er the 
grounds ; ; 

And now we're all faddled, fleet Dapple and 
Grey, 

Scem'd . to hear the glad ſound, hark, 


away. 


Twas now by the clock, about five in the 
morn, 


And we all gallop'd off to the ſound of the 


horn ; 


Jack Gater, Bill Babbler, and Dick at the | 


Goote, 


Puſs; 


Men, horſes, and dogs, not a moment would 


ſtay, 


away. 


The wk was a | fine one, ſhe took o'r the 
lain, 


| bled again; 


Till ar laſt, ſhe to cover return'd out of | 


breath, 


Where I, and Will Whiſtle, were in at hy 


death ; 

Then, in triumph for you, 1 the 2 did 
diſplay, 

to the horns, MF boys 5, hark, 


away. 


har 


When all of a ſudden out ſtarts Miſtreſs | | 8 


| p | 
Which ſhe doubled, and doubled, a COU | 


Sick Roger thus 0ighterh * hone he has 


won, 
And thinks on his vow, as 6 breath that 1 is 
sone; | | 


the bands, 


The eel tho? you gripe it, will lip thro! your 


hands; 


Again fſhou'd he preſs me ſome kindneſs to 
ſhow, 


Pl give myſelf airs, turn my r and 


ſay---no, 
No fellow, no, 
As you came, you may go, 


you may go. 


But ſhou'd my true lover intreat for a kiſs, 

Pl, like a good girl, turn my face, and ſay 
yes, 

Fes, my love, yes, | 

_ You are welcome to kiſs; 


| You are welcome, you arc welcome, you « are 
And Echo was heard to ery, Lark, hark | | 


„ 'elcome-1 to kiſs. 


| BET, your attention on n this little fong. 


If it's not very good, it is not very long ; 

I flatter mie no perſon here grudges, 
To give an 
judges; 


The free-hearted fellow old Quidnunc . 
ſpiſe, 


Who revel like princes, they re monſtrouſly 
wiſe. 5 


| The ladies good creatures, i mean all for the 


beſt, 


Why if the French come they ſhall find us 
well dreſt; 


Encamp'd fo like ſoldiers iv; hair powder'd and | 


fuzzlcd, 


Shou'd wedlock confine him, hel! ſhife from 


You may go, you may * Tu came, | 


ion, your monſtrous good 


The ſage aliticihn ſill low'rs on the times, - 
On ruin aud beggary ringing the chimes ; 


K * * A, — — . — 
B 2 we * 2 *. , — 
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Io decide which was which they'd be mon- 


Rrouſly puzzled; 


Lt no four grey-beard deride their intention, 
Any lady among them cou'd pn ans a 


Frenchman; 


Shou'd the Monſieurs e, what with wo⸗ 


men and men, 


They'd be monſtrouſly glad to get ſafe back | 


again. 


Some Diſc) plinarians who rie have known, 


Think Britons have FO enough of their 
OWN ; 
They ſce with concern our fair ladies roam, 


And think they'd be monſtrouſly berter at 


home ; 


Each night hither flock, then let pleaſure i in- 


Here Venus, Apollo, and Bacchus delight; 
If I but enjoy the gay {miles of this throng, 
= mal! think this ot mine is a anden good 


ſong. 


WHEN Flavia I courted, th- nymphs of 


the plain, * 7 
_ Grew envious, gave mahice a tongue, | 
But when they had ſought for a blewiſh i in 
"TMs 
They crv/@, © thatmy fair was too young. ” 


Never hecd it. ſaid I, ſhe has beauty and | 


truth, 


youth. 


When this 8 not do, the pert damſuls 


found our, 
How ſeldom ſhe danc'd on the green, | 
And then they began all to Rounce and to | 
four, | 


— 


And time will too fon lake away from her 


T Becauſe ſhe the world had not ſeen.” 
Never heed it, laid [----for the world as it 
OCs, 


If ſhe's ſcen it but little, leſs folly ſhe who, | 


ſpite, | 
They ſaid, “ 'twas unwiſe' at the beſt, 
« For an amorous ſhepherd to hope for de- 
light, 
« From a nymph that no ſpirit poſſeſs'd.“ 


prove, 


She has ſpirit enough who has ſpirit to love. 


| BREA THE ſoft, ye winds; be calm ye 


{kies, 
Ariſe, ye flow' ry race, ariſe; 
Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 


| Call forth a bloomy waſte of flow'rs, 


The fragraat roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt ; 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

The flow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fair, | 


LEE and CHORUS, 


This bottle's the ſun of our table, 

His beams are roſy wine; 

We planets that are not able, 
Without his help to ſhine, 


| Let mirth and glee abound ! 
You'll foon grow bright, 
With borrow'd light, 


And thine as he _ round. 


* 


Let not a word on beard” be ſpoke, 


Yet loth to withdraw from the charge full of 


Never heed it, ſaid 1, ſtill my choice I ap- 


11527 to your guns, my hearts of 1 | 
Victory 


* 
R 
L 
. 
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victory ſoon will end the joke, | | And ing thy praiſes that we may, | 


Be filent and be ready. Live and die with , 
Ram home the guns, and ſpunge them well, 


Let us be ſure rhe balls will tell, THE. fi fe and the drum Sund merrily 1 ' Bt 
The cannons roar ſhall ſound their knell;.--J A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me; ; 4 
Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady — With my true love L ſoon will be, | | 
Nor yet, not yet, not yet, _ For who's ſo kind ſo true as he; 
Reſerve your tire, With him in ev'ry toil P11 ſhare, 
I till deſire, | To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care; 
Not yet, not yet, not EEO Each peril I'll dare, all har ſhips I'll bear, 
” Ie . ay RE! | For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 
Now the elements do rattle, 
The Gods amaz'd behold the battle. * n if kind 8 L 5 
A BROADSIDE, MY BOYS | at rapturous joy ſhall his Nancy prove; | 
666 ths bond in nude thee _ | Swift thro' the camp ſhall my footſteps bound, 
T EO CRIES To meet my William with conqueſt crown'd; . 
Trickle down her batter'd ſide; 0 5 | 
lors f loſe to my faithful boſom preſt, | 
; W 15 r * 2 Ib soon ſhall he huſh his cares to reſt; 
| ke rp ns rs ok 4 | Claſp'd in thoſe arms, forget wars alarms, 
She ſinks, the ſinks, 6 ſinks, huzza, | For a ſoldier, a foldier' 8 the lad for me. 


To the bottom Wee 1 neg | Widow bavich's with ber oallion,” 
* Tho' Iriſh, is now quite aſhamed, 


Cos; joly Bacchus 3 of wine To think that ſhe' ſo our of nen, 
Crown this night with pleaſure, | To marry and then to be tamcd : 2 
Let none at cares of life repine, |  ?Tis love the dear joy, ._: 
To deſtroy our pleaſure : = That old faſhion'd boy, 4 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, | | Has got in my breaſt with his quiverz | 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul, | 1 The blind urchin he, 
May drink and ſing without 83 —— of Struck the cuſh la maw cree, 
o ſupport our pleaſure. And a huſband ſecures me for ever! 


Ve fair ones J hope will excuſe me, 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſnalt thou be The vulgar pray do not abuſc me; 1 


Guardian of our pleaſure; 


I cannot "become a fine lady, 1 5 
That under thy protection, Wes O love has bewitch'd widow Brady. Y 
May enjoy new pleaſure : | | 
And as the hours glide away, : Ye critics to murder ſo willing, l 
ö We'll! in wy name * their ſtay Fe E Pray * Our crrors W i blindneſs ; „ 


Te all that I fee here before me, 


E 


For once change our mmbchod of killin 
And kill a fond widow with kindneſs; 
If you look fo ſevere, 
In a fit of deſpair, 
Agiin I will draw forth my ſteel, Sirs, 
You know I've the art, 
To be twice through your heart, 
Before I can make you to feel, Sirs : 
Brother ſoldiers I hope 
Nor let cruel critics difle& me; 
To favour my cauſe be but ready, 
And grateful you'll find widow Brady. 


Ve leaders of drefs and the faſhions, 
Wbo gallop and haſte to your ruin, | 
Whoſe taſte has deſtroy'd all your paſſions, 

IM what do you think of my wooing ! 
Vou call it damn low, 


V our heads and arms ſo, [mimicks them | 


| So lifilefs, ſo looſe, and ſo lazy; 

L But pray what can you, 
That I cannot do? 
O fie, my dear craters, be 2azy : 
Je patriots and courtiers fo . 
To ſpeak it and vote ſor your party; 
For once be both conſtant and ſteady, 
And vote to ſupport widow Brady: | 


The bottem, the top, and the middle, 


7 85 For muſic we now muſt implore you, 


No wedding without pipe and iddle : 
If all are in tune, | 
Pray let it be ſoon, 

| ny! heart in my boſom is prancing ! 

| If your hands ſhould unite, 

To give us delight, 

0 that's the beſt piping and dancing 


| 


[War 


eyou'l protect me, | 


| Bur the maid was reſoly'd, v bich made Stre- | 


: Pray don't you reer tcaring me ſo. 


Your plaudits to me are a e | 
Your ſmiles are a dow'r for a lady 
O joy to you all in full meaſur 

{Mas Te. 


80 wiſhes, and prays widow 
N de rhe rover, fair Phillis 
addreſs'd, 
He took her to wake and to fair ; 
He bought her gay ribbons to wear at her 
breaſt, | 
And thus whiſper'd the nymph in her: nr. 
To my paſſion be kind, gentle pity beſtow ; 


| But the maiden's reply to young 8 


Was- no; 


Lud don't you keep teazing me ſo. 


The youth who fuch coyneſs had often times 
ſeen, 198 
Never heeded the maiden” s reply, 


But, returning one eve from the dance on the 


green, 
He refolv'd Yother effort to try; . 
80 he Kiſs'd and he preſs” d, crying pity be- 


ſtow; 


| But the maiden reply'd, pray have done 


Strephon do- 


Lud don't you keep teazing me ſo. 


Oppoſition like this ſo his paſſion enhanc'd, 
That he ſwore without her he ſhould: Ping ; 


4 Then an offer of marriage he fairly advanc'd, 


And the faid in a month ſhe'd comply. 
Strephon begg'd herto church the next morn- : 
ing to go, | 


phon cry---ok ! 


Now 


je 


ow 


| Tenant the violet, as it blooms, 


Sweet is the ſoft, the funny breeze, 


The kiſſes are of her I love. 
Ye roſes! bluſhing in your beds, 
Ve lillies chaſte ! with ſilver heads, f 


No more I court your balmy ſweets, 


Vet like the turtle T ſhould die, 
Denied the kiſs of her I love. 


| Now had either of ee been in Phillis's place, 


With a lover ſoft preſſing her hand, 
And ardently begging you'd pity his caſe, 
Could you the dear ſuppliant withſtand ? 
No---I think if your minds by yeur ſmiles I 
can know, Pe 

To church the next morning you'd willingly 
o, | | 

To keep him from teazing you fo. 


8 WE E F are tlie banks, when fpring per- | 


Ws TOOL | 
The verdant plants, and laughing flowers, 


nd ſweet the bloſſoms after ſhowers : 


That fans the golden orange-grove ; 
But uh ! how ſweeter far than theſe, 


That with your odours ſcent the air : 
As my Cleora's boſom fair: 


For I, and I alone, can prove, 
How ſweeter, when each other meets, 
The kiſſes are of her I love. | 


Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleaſing leſſon firſt I caught; 
Her ſenſe, her Friendſhip next confin'd, 
The willing pupil ſhe had taught: 
Should fortune, ſtooping from her ſky, 
Conduct me to her bright alcove; _ 
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Pray what makes cowards brave and bold , 


| Or what's the pageantry of kings N ö 

8 | But vain preſumptuous gaudy things, 5 
| 5 Unlike ſweet women, 

1 When men are ſore oppreſs'd with grief, 
There's naught can give ſuch ſure relief, 2 
And make their torments ceaſe, _ - 
| Then ſince the fair give ſuch delight, , 


For who can view the glorious ſight, 


The rich, the poor, the bold, the brave, 
The peaſant, courtier, ** and knave, 


: Jo praiſe ſweet women, &c. 


THE lilly and the bluſhing roſe, 
To many give delight; 
But not a flow'r on earth that grows, 
Is half fo bright a fight : 
As lovely women, 
Charming women, 
Pleaſing, teazing, 
Heav'nly women. 


Or what gave poets birth: 8 
Or what 2 people fond of gold? 
Or pleaſure dwell on earth? 


hut lovely women, &c. 


Or pleaſures of the bowl ? 


Deſtroyers of the ſoul. 


Charming women, &c. 


And roam in ſearch of peace, 


Such pow'r has women, 
Virtuous women, &c. 


Aloud refound their praiſe: 


And not their voices raiſe. 
To lovely women, &c. 


The lord, the clown, and king, 


In diff rent trains will ſing, 


Na © FRIENDSUTP| 


7 FE PENDSFIP i is the bond of reaſon, 
f But if beauty diſapprove, 
Heav'n abſol ves all other treaſon, 

In the heart that's true to love. 


The faith which to my friend I ſore, 
As a civil oath I view! 

But to the charms which I adore, 
*T'is religion to be true. 


Then if to me I falſe muſt be, 
Can I doubt which to prefer; 
A breach of ſocial faith with thee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 


| JF a 
f your life, 
No peace ſhall 


ried your wife; 


At twenty ſhe mocks at the duty you taught | 


| 


He ne'er miſſed to "the callic baboon to give 


er, | 
0 what a plague i is an obſtinate daughter ; 
7 Sighing and whining, = 
- Pying and pining, 
O What a plague is an obſtinate daughter. 


| perplex us, 
With letters and lovers for ever they vex us; 


While each ſtill rejeCts the fair ſuitor you ve 


brought her, 


i Ol what a plague is an obſtinate daughter. g ; 


Wrangling and jangling, | 
- Flouting and pouting, 
O! * a Pages t is an obſlinate daughter. 
, oro B your firelocks, my lads | Let us 
| march to the Coaſts, - 


70 try * Monſieur will ſtick to o his | 


ban 


daughter you have, ſhe” s the plague of 


; 


| But Monſieur deals largely „ and fibbing's 


I 


ou know, tho” you” ve bu- | | | 
| What drubbings and dreſſings they formerly 
had ; 


For *Parbleu! | he cries! me vill England 
invade--- _ 


his trade, 
Derry down, &c. 


What ſignifies all this confafion and pother, 
Their routes and their marches from one 
place to other ; : 


Their tranſports to carry, their navies to 
fight, 


| When learnt they that Frenchmen bold Bri- 


tons could fright, 
Perry down, &c. 


We Il remind 'em perhaps, as their mem'ries 
are bad, | 


W hen England's rous'd lion ſtretched forth 
his ſtrong paw, 


law; 


Derry down, &c. 


| | Can ye Frenchmen forget ill as onde” 
| When ſcarce in their teens they have wit to a + 


we'll addreſs ye) 

The baſtings you got at Poitiers and at 
Creſſy; 

But mould you reject this as quite an old 

ſtory, 


| The fate of laſt war is ill recent before Ye: 


3 


Derry down, &c. 


Croſs quickly the channel w bs all this 47 5 
We long ta return you the viſit you pay; 
In us you will find of politeneſs no " = 4 
We'll receive you fo well har you'll never 
£0 back. | 


Derry down, be. 


t 


er 


Is the bleſſing worth careſſing? 


Kind ye' re pleaſing, coy we're teizing, 


Oft denying, oft complying, 


To female” poor foibles 


1 37 J 
What tho the dull Spaniard has join'd 5 


French friſkers, 


His Donſhip will find we can pull his grave 


whiſkers ; 


again, 


The Havannah we'll put in our pockets 


And blow both the Bourbons quite out of the 


main. 
Derry down, &c. 


[L.OVE's a bubble, courting trouble, 
HE Whilſt we love and love in vain ;. 
When 'tis over, 1s the lover, 


Now we've got him, worth the gain, 


Is love treaſure ? Is it pleaſure ? 
That can pay whole years of care, 


Speak ye ſwains, and own ye fair. 


Love's a fond fatiguing chaſe; 
smiles deceive us, hopes relieve us, 
Hearts our ſport from place to place. 
Cupid ſmiling, life beguiling,  _ 

Tempt us with the playful toy; 


Love“ s our torment and our joy. 


a that P 4 | chuſe — Cupid! 
| ſhow'd be, 


In perſon ſtill pleaſing, good- natur- d and 
ree; 


Nor meanly, yet low, or vain with falſe 


pride, 
Let honour and virtue his 1 ſtill ne 


he too mould be 
blind, 


And civil to all, yet to me e only k kind ; 


— 
—— 


' 


T 


\ The feelings of nature thould temper his 


wit, 
And tho' I am wrote let him ſometimes _ 
ſubmit. ; 


When mutual the N no care fills the 
Brea, 


And when my ſwain's happy then doubly 


I'm bleſt; 


| Belov'd thus and lovi ing, what huſband can 


roam, 


Or find real bliſs, but with ſpouſe and feet | 


home; 


The pleaſures of Hymen I fain would de- 


ſcribe, 


| | And ſketch the with! d lover to make me a 


bride ; 


| | If from the faint copy the real vou ſee, 1 
8 "= vis dear NY reſerve him for me. 


"HE funkimer- was over, my flocks were 
all ſhorn, 


My meadows were mow'd, and 14 hous'd | 


all my corn; 


— Fair Phillada' s cottage Was ;ut in my view, 
A wooing 1 went 


-I had nought elſe 
to do; 5 


| { On Flora's ſoft ſopha aa; we ſat, 


And ſpent ſome long hours in amorous chat 1 
| I told her I lov'd, and I hop'd ſhe lov'd too, 
Then kiſs'd her ſweet _—_— had W | 

elſe to do. | | 


She hung down her head, wt with bluſhes 

reply'd, " | 
I'll love you, but firſt you muſt make me 
e bride ; 1 | 


M3 Withour 


V 1tnout heſitation J made her a vow, 


To make her my wife had nought elſe 
to do; 

To the village in queſt of a prieſt did we 
roam, 


By fortune's decree the grave Don was at | 


home ; 
J gave him a fee to make one of us two, 


He married us chen -he nad nought elſe 
to do. 


Ver fince we've been ba with peace and 
Content, 

Nor taſted the ſorrows of thoſe who repent; 

Our neighbours all round us we love, and 

| tis true, 

- Each other n we've nought elſe | 

5: 2600; 


With Phæbus the toil of the 5 * begin, | 
I thepherd my flock, while ſhe fits down to | 


pin; 
Our cares thus domeftic we'llarduour purſue, 
And ever will lerer ruhen we've  nought. 


| elſe to do. 

v E w itlings of a witleſs age, | 
F Say have you ſpent your puny rage, | 

On thoſe you _vvghr to guard; 

Ve have, and know that for your toil, 

From all whoſe wiſdom decks this Ille, | 
Contempt is your reward. | 


SS F rom us whoſe weakneſs ye have GY 
And high oy folly's ſtandard blaz d, 
Take ſpity in return: 
We would not act a vengeful part, | 
Yet in love's flame no virgin heart, | 
ber vou fhall ever burn. 


I 
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| 


Go, go, and your own folli ies Nan, : 
Nor longer ape but act the man, 
And mend you if ye may: 
To him alone in whom we find; 
Good ſenſe, good- nature, courage join'd, 


We yield a willing ſway. 
Ger, flatt'ring hope, the fancy warms, | 
That none can fly from beauty's charms; 
And ſtill allures us with a ſcene, 
Of pleaſure, lovely and ſerene. 


When oft the dawn 1s roſy red, 
Succeeding clouds the ſkics © 'crſpread ; 
So love that ſeems at firſt ſo fair, 

Its 15 oft changes to Welpair. 


HO from place to place m ranging, 

No relief my breaſt can find : 

Ly each day the ſcene I'm changing, 
Reftlefs thoughts diſturb my mind, | 


How can I be peace enj6ying, 
Or in valley or on hill? 


| Love his pow'r is yet employing, 


Paſſion is my maſter ſtill. 


77 ARK a trumpet 3 to arms! 


Calls the heroes to the ſield, 
ö 

Honour wakes to wars alarms, 
Bold to conquer, not to yield. 


5 See the wan; 4 rate band gives way, 


Victory her trophies ſhews, 


We the battle gain to day, 


Slain or . are our foes. 


B. Jockey young and gay, 0 
1 all wy bear 5 NE 


| He's 


He's all my talk by any, | 
And all my dieams by nicht: 

If from the lad 1 be, | 

I's winter then with me; 

Bur when he tarries here, 

Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Jockey met, 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 


Right ſweetly he me tret, 


And love was all his tale : 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me; 
O caſe me of my pain, 

And never ſhew diſdain. 


Well can my Jockey kyth, 
His tove and courtche ; 

He made my heart full blyth, 
When he firſt ſpake to me: 
His ſuit I ill deny'd, 

He kiſs'd. and I comply'd ; 
Sac Jockey promis'd me, 
That he wou'd faithful te. 


I'm glad when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 
Tis night when Jockey glooms, 

But when he ſmiles 'tis day: 

When our eyes meet I pant, 

I colour, ſigh, and faint; _ 

What laſs that wou'd be kind, 

Can better ſpeak. her mind, 


T ITTLE Fairy, ſuccour lend, 


You. c'er now, have been a friend; 


When your ſipping like a bee, 
Think, I pray you, think of me: 
You for aid I call upon, 


Spouſe of Mab, ſweet Oberon! 


| 


| 
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[Or extinguith all deſire: | 
| Peace and joy with Damon's gore, 


So may acorns full of dew, 


What your praiſe, f{weet Oberon. | 


| In ſpite of their books, they are o flaves to ſome | 


4 


| Some ſnug ſober citizens here may repair, 


But what with the muſic, and what with the 1 


| Can vanquiſh the victors; nay, kill with a 


| The gardens of pleaſure the beauties ap- | 


Here Cupid unfurls the white ſtandard of 


Hear me call, and cure love's ſma.t, 
Sooth the rorment of my heart ; 
Cool my boſom's amorous fire, 


Come thou gentle Oberon! | 


— 7 
„ <4 


Every night be ſet for vou; 

So may glow-worm lift its head, 

To light where'er vou with to read: 
By your art were Damon won, 


JET fuſty old grey-beards of a pathy boaſt, 
And Venus and Bacchus revile ; h 


roaſt, 
The dupes of a nod, wink, or ſmile. 


Without an idea of guile; 


3 "I - — 
2 ws 0 p 
TP Re 


fair, 


They follow the nod, wink, and fraile. 


Let men boaſt of titles, of honors, renoun, 
The females of this happy Iſle; 


frown, 
Or ſave, by ancd, wink, or ſmile. 


rOvC, 


| Who the dulleſt of moments s beguile; ; 


love, 5 
And commands with ; a nod, WE Oe; or 
ſmile. 


ON 


L 


O N Tays green banks T'l] reap has ell, 
The love I have for Jockey; 

Attend my ſong each blithſome bell, 
Aud ſhepherds hither flock ye. 

I gave my heart to that fond twain, 
Who won it of me fairly; 

Pd do't if *twereto do again, 

TI love him ſtill fo deerly. 


His manners ſoft, tho” ſtrong his mind, 
Nor fickle like the weather ; | 
Not croſs to-day, to-morrow kind, 
And lighter than a feather : 
His words and aCtions both agree ; 
His temper's warm not heady ; 
He's always good and juſt to me, 


For his own {elf I like my ſwain, 

I know his worth and nature; 

I'll give him not amoment's pain, 

Nor wrong ſo ſweet a creature. 

| No girl on tweed, or clyde, or ſpey, 
Is born to ſo much leaſure, 

As is the merry laſs of Tay, 

Or cloſer 2 528 her treaſure. 


T ſtream, 


Of things more than mortal thy Shakeſpcar 
Would dream; 


- 5 6 : 
* 2 my ; 


; 5 The fairies by moonlight danc'd round his. 5 


green bed, 


: For hallow'd the rurf is which pillow'd } his | 


head. 


twain X 


0 U ſoft flowing Avon «by thy fler] | 


The love firieken maiden, the bee young 


| 3 +50 without danger and figh without 


: ; T be od bud of beauty no blights ſhall 


here dread, 


For hallow'd the turf f is that pillow'd this | 


head. 


Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and 
their truth, 


Here ſmiling old age feel the ſpirit of youth; 


| For the raptures of Rey here poets ſhall 


tread, 


For hallow'd the t turf 1s which h pillow'd his 
head. 


| « Flow on filver Avon in . ever flow, 
To love and honour ſteady. os 


The ſwans on thy boſom are whiter than 5 
ſnow ; | 


Ever full be thy ſtream like his fame may it: 


ſpread, 


For ballow'd the rurf f is which Feed his | 
head. 8 


0 How bare 1 Ggh'd for the coming of 
May, | 
Ev'ry eve” of its beauties did dream ; 
Each morn I invok'd the bright author of 
day 
To enamel t the banks of the fiream. 


Each morn I invok'd the bright author of | 

light, | 

To unbind the hard debe of An 

To melt the cold ſnow with his ſplendour ſo 
bright, PO. 

And give the ſweet violet birth. 


oY, nature, (1 cry'd) a are the creafures 


The 


of — I 


8 


he 


O reſtore us theſe beauties, dear parent of | 


The bloom that my bees are ſo cager to kiſs, 


The bloſſoms io ſweet, like the lips of my 


Such bliſs ne'er ſhall deal us a portion of 


Then inraptur'd he flew and lay Pn in my 


The Narciſſus, to garniſh the rill, . 
The lark that delighted ſo long on the wing, 
While my cattle all brows'd on the hill. 


bliſs, 
With the lilly that brightens the vale, 


And the cowſlip that ſweetens the dale. 


Ah! give me to look on the neſt of the dove, 
Or to cull in the ſhade of the brook, 


love, 


To garniſh the ſtem of my crook. 


Then, then, let me W on the breaſt of | 
my Wwain, 5 
All unſeen by the envious eye; 


pain, 
While honour can ſafety fools; 


It was thus that I ſigh” d for ſweet paſtoral 
charms, 
Till I faw my dear ſhepherd appear ; 


Not a bird to its ; neftling ſo dear. 


Yes, Damon, you came, than the ſpring far 
more gay, 
The fair flow'rets no more I purſue; 


May, 
Fo or J find them all center'd i in x you, 


| 


| 
And no longer I figh for the treaſures ot] 


ELL 1 me, "am I laugh'd to ſcorn ? 
Have I oncach brow a horn? 


(141) | 


This I ſuſpect, and if tis true, 

Quickly anſwer me- -Cuckoo' 
I have my cue, | 
Alas! 'tis true, 

Hark, ſhe anſwers me Cuckoo. 


That anſwer's yes, the murder's out, 


At leaſt I ſhall no longer doubt ; 

But tell me, if to one or two, 

Or more I am oblig' d- -Cuckoo! 
What more than two ? 
Alas tis true 

Hark, ſhe anſwers me---Cuckoo! 


In vain then do I beat my pate, 


| A cuckold am I dubb'd by fate, 


 Behold--- here are my antlers boo! 


Am I not right, my friend - Cuckoo : E 


Then plain to view, 
My fears are true; 
tark ſhe anſwers me---Cuckoo. 


3 A* 8 down the cowſlip dale I ſray'd 


One morning with the dawn, 


| Young Damon, for the fair array'd, 


Came tripping o'er the lawn ; 
His auburn locks, with manly grace, 
In. flowing ringlets hung; 


| The bloom of health glow'd on his face, 


And blithe the ſhepherd ſung. 


Thus onward drew, and as he paſs'd, 
He fmiling bade good day ; 
Entranc'd I gaz'd, till Oh ! at laſt, 
I gaz'd my heart away, 


1 'That moment all to love reſign'd, 


Each ſenſe ſeem'd to declare, 


1 Tho' hapleſs I was left behind, 


My heart went to the fair. 
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In vain my anguiſh to remove, 
To once lov'd ſcenes I fly, 


The rofſe-deck'd bow'r, the pine top'd grove, 


8 fading to my eye. 
Thou, gentle youth, by nature kind, 
3 maiden's bluſhes ſpare; 
Perceive, though ſhe was left behind, 
Her heart went to the fair. 


8 1 N ſpring, my dear ſhepherds A your flow'rets 


are gay, 


They breathe all their ſweets 1 in the ſunſhine | 


of May ; 


| But hang down their heads when December | 


draws near; 
The winter of life is like that of the year. 


The larks and the linnets that chaunt 0? er 
the plains, 


All, all are in love while the ſummer re- | 


| mains ; 
Their ſweethearts i in autumn no longer a are 
dear; 


The winter of life is ; like that of the year. 


The ſeaſon for love is when youth's in its 
prime, 

| Ye lads and "ef laſſes make uſe of youy time; 

The froſt of old-age will too quickly ap- 

| pear; 

| The winter of life is like that of the your: 


| TELL me when, inconſtant rover, 
| When my nightly plaints ſhall ceaſe, 
When ſhall I, your follies over, | 
Welcome love, and joy, and peace. 
Longeſt nights of dark December, 
Still return of W bring, 


= C |; die ; 


| Leafleſs boughs exclaim---remember, 


We ſhall bloom again in ſpring. 
Tell me when, &c. 


Tho! the ſeaman's weeping dear, Ns 
| Views Eaft winds waft him o'er the main; 
Hope ſhall brighten in the tear, 


The Weſt may waft him back again. 
Tell me when, &c. 


pend; 
To yourſelves you muſt truſt fortune” 8 favour 
to keep, 


For the promiſe of kriends is a _ at woo; 


"PINE 


Grace, | 
To challenge a debt, or ſolicit a place; ; 
Every morning you're told the reward you 
ſhall reap, 


=] While his honour (Lord lere bim) 1 18  play- 


ing bo-peep. 
The maiden of fifty, at church you may ſpy, 


| How ſhe ſcrews up her mufcles, and caſts 


down her eye; 


| Tho! her thoughts on devotion ſeem | ever fo 


deep, 


Between: the ſticks of her fan the | is + playin 


bo-peep. 


SY The Take prone to wen to fivear and to 


lie, 


The prude „ who at he things is ready to 


| The 


AE L neighbours, I pray, to my y ditty at- 
tend, 


1 


On words and fair looks who are apt to de- 


When dangling whole days for a bebt of his 


hm 0 


"8 


SO 


I 
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The coquette, who no humour a moment { I'll march my lovers o'er the plain, 


will keep, 


Tho? diff ring in manner, all play at bo-peep. 


Then blame not my arts, nor accuſe me of 
wrong, 


For at leaſt from my rhymes this inſtruction 
you rea 


That the bulineſs of life is a ganſe at N 


BO W high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
the mainmaſt by the board, 


My heart with thoughts of thee my dear — 


love well ſtow'd; 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſca ; 
In hopes on ſhore to be once more, 
Safe moor'd with thee, 
Blow high, &c, 


Aloft while mountains high \ we go, 
The whiſtling wind that ſcuds along: 
And the furge roaring from below, 
Shall my ſignal be to think on thee, 
And this ſhall be my ſong. 
Blow high, &c, 


And on that night when all the crew, 
The memory of their former lives; 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, _ 
And drink their ſweet-hearts and their 
wives : 
In heave a ſigh and think on thee, 
And as the ſhip rolls thro” the ſea, 
The burthen of my ſong ſhall be. 
Blow high, & c. 


GINCE now our ſeaſon's come again, 
Our forces to review, 


_ Tho? inſtead of your money I give you a ſong; | 


| 


And ſhew them all to 
A curious motley troop t iy are, 
In diff rent colours clad ; 
| f black, ſome brown, ſome grey, ſome 
air, 
And all are to be had ; 


| To wed the beau I'm much afraid, 


He is ſo pale and ſlim, 
And looks ſo like a waiting maid, 
That I'll have none of him. 


Next toping Tom, wou'd claim my hand, 
A buck of Comus' court, | 
| The beſt toaſt-maſter in the land, 


| And fineſt judge of port; | 
| Where ſtands the bottle? You, Sir, drink : 


Silence---a ſong, I fay;--- 


I Here fine that fellow : Zounds ? don? t 


ſhmrink, 
King George, my "ED huzza ! 


| But Tom knows only how to fill 


A bumper to the brim, 
Not how to pleaſe a woman's will, 
So T'll have none of him. | 


Then Chace, the Squire, comes hollowing! _ | 
Voikes! Yoikes ! my girl take heed ; | 
Hark, forward! there, we'll run her down; | 
Over ſhe goes, full ſpeed — | 
The fox his chief delight, I fear, 
Nought elſe can pleaſe his whim ; 
For him, each morn, he'll leave his dear, 
So I'll have none of him. 
But ſmiling Sam, the lad ſhall be, 
So comely, and ſo trim; 
And as he begs to marry me, 
Why, I'll &en marry him. 
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TUO by Colin I now am forſaken, 
| No willow my temples ſhall bind ; 
Tho' in one by chance am miſtaken, 
Another I hope will prove kind, 
Young Colin wou'd leave me in ſorrow, 
Yetthis I wou'd have him to know ; 
From him this good maxim I borrow, 
Tis beſt to have two ſtrings to one's bow. 


IJ own his bright eyes were my pleaſure, 
When love from the beams ſmil'd on me; 
'T own he was once all my treaſure, 
But I'll be as fickle as he. 
Young Damon. can cure all my forrow, 
And this I wou'd have you to know ; 
From the men this good maxim I borrow, 
— They've always too ſtrings to their bow, 
Learn ladies, to ſcorn the falſe rovers, 
Who ſhun you becauſe you are true; 
Prove conſtant and kind to your lovers, 
Only while they prove conſtant to you. 
For a falſe one *tis folly to languiſh, | 
Then attend to my counſel and know; 
To avoid all ſuch pining and anguiſh, 
I make ſure of two ſtrings to my bow. 


N G0 neighbours vitens to my ditty, 
— Aud liſten to Will of renown, 
You ſurely will grant me ſome pity, 


When I tell you how love-ſick I'm grown, | 


I'll of late quite content in my garden, 

The blitheſt young lad of the town; 

For tlie laſſes I car'd not a farthing, 
Moſt ſtraugely I'm alter'd I own. 

Ny delight was in weeding and hoeing, 

In {owing my cabbage and beans ; 

I ſung all the time I was mowing, 
Or gath'ring my fipit or my greens, 


| | Like a ſnow-drop or daffadown dilly, 


i 


With a heart juſt as light as a feather, 
On aladder I nail'd up my trees, | 
Never minding cold winds or cold weather, 


My boſom was al ways at cafe. 


| To the noiſe of my hammer, tho' ſhocking, 


I whiſtled, nor thought that my heart, 
Like a hammer would ever be knocking, 
And cauſe this moſt terrible ſmart : 


| By its thumps I am ſure it has broken, 


Of ribs in my ſkin full a ſcore ; 
Of my love ſhould you want further token, 
I can ftill, my good neighbours, give more. 


| On the bark of my trees is engrafted, 


My plants have impreſs'd on their rind, 
The name of a FATS of Marſted, 

1 figh for that damſel divine: 
Her ſKkin is as white as a lilly, | 
Her cheeks have the bloom of a roſe ; 


Her head oft inclines to her toes. 


Her eyes are like two fine blackberries, 


Her teeth like grown ccllery, white: 


| | Her lips may compare with red cherries, © 


The charms beyond meaſure the fight : 


| What tho? I've no coach, I've a barrow, 


In which this fair damſel might ride; 


|*Twou'd delight both my heart and my mar- 


row, 5 
To wheel her about as my bride. 


dd be free, | 
Yet do all I can, | | 


1 W HAT women could do, I have try'd 


I find I love him, and tho” ke flies me, 


Still, ſtill he's the man. 
e They 


1 


\ 
\ 


When vows are ſo ſweet, who the falf- 
mood can fear? 
So when you have ſaid all you can, 
Still — ſtill he's the man. 


1 caught him once making love to a maid _ 
When to him I ran, 
He turn'd and he kiſs'd me, then who could 
upbraid 
80 civil a Man? 


*. next day I found to a third he was kind, 
I rated him e ; he ſwore, I was 
blind ; 
So, let me do what 1 Ne 
Still ſtill he's the man. 


Al the World bids me beware of his TY 
I do what I can; 


But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, kW 


I doubt he's the man! 


So ſweet are his kiſſes, his looks a are e fo kind, 


He ap have his fault's, out if In none 
can find, 


Who can do more than they can ? * 
He fill i is the Man. : 


ON 


ſteals away, 


Eer love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd 


aſtray, _ 
My days O ye Swains were around of delight, 


From the cool of the morn, to the ſtillneſs 
of night, 


No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, | 


Sur health -and content all the TOE! was my 
N 


e 


They tell me, at once, he to twenty will fvear: 


No muſic 1 find i in ſoft Philomel's frrain, 
a incor wings how old time 


enſnare, 
With voice or with feature, with dreſs or 
with air; = 
| So kindly young Cupid had pointed his dart, 
That I gather'd the ſweets but I miſs'd 
| of the ſmart: * 
I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd, like the bee, 
But ſtill all my ſong was Pll ever be free. 


[Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did 


yield, 
If I — » the garden, or trayers'd the 
- | 


| Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were ; dif paly'd to 


my fight, ' 


it the Nightingale ſung 1 could litten all 


night: ON 
With my reed I cou'd pipe to the rune of the 
ſtream, | 


I And wake to new life from a rapt ons dream, 


But now ſince for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, . © 

Alaſs what a change, and how wretched ail; *þ 

Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade, | 

Their — now all ſicken, their culours all 
ade ; 


And the brook o'er the prunes now murmurs 0 
| in vain, | | 


| T hey fay that ſhe's kind 'but no kindnefs 1 fre, 5 

On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me, 

Then reach me, bright Venus, perſu uaſion . 
foft t : 

Or aid me by reaſon to ranſam my bent 3 

| To crown my deſire, or to baniſh Ae . 

[ Give love fr the hs nh or * e | 

Fain. 


0 "Twas then no fate Phullis my heart cou'd Eg 
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| FLY ſwiftly ye minutes, till Comin receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty 
can give; 
The bowl's frolick joys let him teach her to 
| Prove, |: . 
And ſhe in return Yield the raptures of love. 


| Without love and wine, wit and beauty are 
vuain, 

All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain, 

The moſt 3 grows dark as the 

| grave: 

Love and wine give, ye gods ! or take back 


what you gave. 


| BY Aimpled break, and fountain brim, 
'The wood-nymphs deck'd with daiſies 
| by trim, 
Their merry wakes and paſtime keep: 
What has night to do with ſleep. 


Night has better ſweets to prove ; 
Venus now wakes and wakens love; 
Come let us our rights begin; 

| Tis N e that makes in. 


5 TELL me no more « __ As 


The hyperboles of love: LY 

Be honeſt to yourſelf and me, 

_ Speak truly what you hear and ſee, 
And then your ſuit may move. 


divine, 


Why call me angel; wh 
rs outſhine: 


Why muſt my eyes the 
Can ſuch: deceit prevail? | 
For ſhame forbear ay common rule; 5 


* 
„. = 
4 
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1 Young Jemmy courts with artful long, 
Of flaming eyes and . dein, wo 
| My Jockey blith has lov'd me long, 


| No more ſhall I of ſorrow know, py 


| Let then your open, 


'Tis low, tis inſult, calls me fool; 
With me 'twill always fail. 


Would you obtain the honeſt heart, 
Addreſs my nobler, better part; 

Pay homage to my mind; | 
The paſſing hours brings oy the day, - 
And beauty quickly, fades _— 


Nor leaves & roſe behind. 


manly ſenſe, 
The moral ornaments diſpenſe, 
And to my word be true; 

So may your ſuit itſelf indear, 

Not for the charms you wy I wear, 


| But thoſe I find 1 in Fu | 


M gez pipe and merry FRY 7 
Young Jockey won my heart, 


youre 


A bonaier lad you ne'er could ſee, 


All beauty without art. 


In Aberdeen there ne'er was ſeen 

| A lad fo blith and gay, 

His gang cen and comely.mein, 
Has ſtole may heart away. 


But vain is all his love; 


| Ti o him I'Il conſtant prove. 
In Aberdeen ke. 


Nor ever more complain, 3 
for fear my mammy's threats, I throw, 
ns Fanboy is mine ane. 
155 In Ae ke. As 
IN 


* 


- 
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Je the ſocial ie of life let me Le! 
Prove ev Ty delight love and friendſhip 
can give; 
Where eaſy good nature gives converſe 
RL: AT 
Where ſenſe in the light robe of humour i is- 
| dreft ; 
Where harmony, beauty and reaſon condi 


Our ſouls to improve, and our tempers 
| M* eyes may peak dae, 


reſine. FED f 


Alle the feſtival board, which my Phcebe can 

| fare, 

The jeſt, which her pureneſs unſullied may 

£ | hear, | 

Unbluſhing enjoy, unrepining approve | 

While Damon toaſts freely to friendſhip and, 

15 love, 

While harmony, beauty, and reaſon combine, 
Our ſouls to improve, and our tempers 
| _ refine. 1 


Time was meant for a bleſſing, not dealt ſor 
| curſe, 
The troubles of life are by pining made 
_ worſe; 
The ſullen recluſe may diſrelim my plan, 7 
But I'll live and I'II love, and I'II laugh 
0 2” whileI can; © 


While harmony, beauty, and reaſon combine; | 


Our ſouls to improve, and our _ternpers 
hs | Wan. 


Now abe FRY in the wet, 4 A 1 | 


Welcome ſong and welcome te rr 
en ſhout and IVY; e 
| | * 


I 


"Tipſy dance and jollity : 
Braid your looks with 5 twine. 
| Dropping odours dropping wills 


| Rigour now is gone to bed, 


And advice wit ſerup'lous head; 
Strict age and ſower ſeverity, _ 


- 


Tongue flow without meaſure, ' 


Thus the river is flowing, | 
The mill-clapper going, 


| But the Miller's aſleep in his gill. 


Though lovers ſurround me, 5 


Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill; 
Thus the river is flowing, 


| The mill-clapper going; = 48 
| But the Miller's aflesp 1 W bj mill, 562 


[ , 


The little God eyes me, 5 


Thus boys ſlily creeping | 
Would catch a bird fleoping, 1 2 
But the linnet' 8 ute in his neſt. 


r . 


A band of dine other day, 
Were in a myrtle grobe; 
Till tir'd of every boyiſh play, 
They made a match to rove, 
But where cries one, the cock of al, 
Let's fix upon a place; 


Hang Ts and dts Bn,” 


2 


. A 
«3 


With their grave ſaws in lumber lie. 


Yet my: Heer in my boſom lies all | 


13k N 


10 ts: 
* \ * £ 
74 90 


| With fpeeches confound me, 


And thinks to ſurprize . 4. Arte 
But my heart is awake in wy bet A 


1 
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= TY fear is rouz'd by war' s alarms, 
I ſeorn young Harry's vocal charms, 


I love my Willy, bo 5 
| He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 5 


| His country and his love to ſave, 


1411 
” 


| But now when threat'ned by each foe, 


T vote for Chloe's face. 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew, 


And gath'ring round the fair; 
As ſwarming bees, on flowers do, 
They ſettled here and there. 
Some on her lips, her noſe, her Chin, 
A ſcore on either cheek ; 
Whilte fifty to her eyes went in, 
To play at hide and ſeck. 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 


The wranglers to have heard; 


For place diſputing all the while, 


Tho' each his own prefer'd; 

Till chancing from her lips to Aide, : 
One fell on Chloe's breaſt, 
And creeping down in triumph ery'd -- 
Who's tation s now the nr = 


THREE lads contunded for my heart, 1 
Each boaſted diffrent charms and grace; 
Young Hal cou'd ſing with taſte and art, 


Beau Jemmy ſported frogs and lace. 


5 Blith Willy was a ſoldier brave, 


| Who fear'd not ſcars, or death or wounds, 


When Britton's filver trumpet ſounds. 


And threatning foes each hour ariſe, 


And maſter Jemmy I deſpiſe. 
d and brave, 


His conntry or his love to ſave, 


as- 


When Bri iton's ſilver . ſounds, 


In piping times, of peace, ” a beau, 


r girls, may idle thoughts employ ; 


Be wiſe and throw away the toy ; 
Take my advice, love him that's brave, 


| Who fears not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 


So may your ſmiles your country ſave, 
= While Briton! s ſilver CLE ſounds. 


* you're not too proud for a word of advice, 


In choice of a huſband, iris, be not too 
nice, 
| What with manning ou our ſhips and protecting 


our ſhore. 


| You cannot have lovers, as once by the 


ſcore, 


If you wiſh to be married, your pride. muſt 


come down, 


| 


frown. +. 


| The time it has been, i it will ne'er be again, 


| When a legion of lovers I had in my train; 
| They were pleaſed with my ſing ng th I 


laugh'd at them all, 
For one was too ſhort and a Ry too tall. 


_ | Or too plump, or too ſlender, een or; | 


too old, 


And this was too baſhful and that was too 
| 5 | : bold. | | 


= All you who're in bloom and who > Hymen 


implore, 


__ o'er, 


N Reſemble the willow, be gentle aud bend, 


Take 


What a ſmile can procure, do not looſe * a 


Since love. may not wait till the wars are all | 


friend ; 


Look once at his perſon but twice at his mind: 
Take him ſoon at his word, tho' you bluſh, 


pet be kind. 


Expect not a eroud of admirers to ſee, 


Rich, handſome and courtly and all e's 


ſhou'd be, 


The times are ſo bad and ſo chang'd is our lot, 
That a man that's worth having is hard to be got 
Chooſe quickly or you'll rue it the reſt of | 


your lives, 


You may flouriſh as toaſts but ml never 


be wiſe. 


WHEN ſurhmer comes the a on ro ced 


Sing their ſucceſsful loves: 

Around the ews and lambkins feed, 

And muſic fills the groves ; 
Bat my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 

So fair on Cowdenknows, 
For ſure ſo Toft ſo ſweet a broom. 

Elſe where there never grows: 

| Oh ! the room, &c. 


there Collin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart, 


No ſhepherd e're that dwelt on Tweed, 


Cou'd play with half ſuch art, 
He ſung of tay of forth and clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 
Of leader haughs and leader fide, 
Oh! how I bleſs'd the ſound. 


Oh! the broom, ke. | 


Not tiviot braces 0 * ang gay, | 


0 . 


t uv.7 


Take prins ks A lover a you wou'd fos a | 


| 


PP 


May with his broom compare; He 
Not yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 

Nor the buſh, aboon Traquair; 
More pleaſing far are cowden-knows, 
My peacefull happy home, 


| Where I was wont to milk my ews : 


At eve among the broom. 
Oh! cha Broom &c. 


bs Ed fatal ſhafts unerring move ; 
I bow before thine alter love! 
I feel thy ſoft reſiſtleſs flame, 
Glide ſwift thro! all my vital frame, 


For while I gaze my boſom glows, 
My blood.in tides, impetuous flows; 
Hope fear, and joy alternate roll, 

And. floods of tranſpart.w helm. my foul. 


— My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain, 


In ſoothing murmurs to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic tries, 


5 My murmurs fink in broken ſighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care 
And.ever drop the filent tear ; 
Unheard. I mourn unknown I ſigh,, 
Unfrieuded live, l Me... 


GEE. Pads begins. REES the at. 


And ſce the gay dawn wears away; 


Come, 'rous, fellow huntſmJn, gm: 


dull reſt, 
And, join in che ſports of the day, 


No longer in floth let your ſenſes remain, 


| Vutainted the beets of the morn ; 


* 


And macaronies ſuch a ſight, 


Drive flumber away, and _ one in our | 
train; 3 
To follow the ſound of the Korn. 


What muſic to ours can for ſweetneſt com- 


had 

What Herts ſuch a pleaſure can yield; 
What ſcent ſo refin'd as the new morning air 

What proſpect ſo bright as the field. 
Let miſers for riches each tranſport forego, 

Mlidſt their treaſures diſtreſs'd and forlorn; 
We taſte ev 'ry joy, and forget ev'ry woe, 

So charming the ſound of the horn. 


Such pleaſures we feel while from vanity free, 
Our hours paſs contented along, 

In innocent paſtime, in mirth and in glee, 
With a hearty repaſt and a ſong, 

Ye mortals ubiaſs'd by honours and wealth, 
TIhoſe titles that forrow adorn, _ 
N Would you taſte the calm: joys of contentment 

and health. 

Then follow che found of the horn. 


. M* name's: Ted | Blarney l be bound 

8 And man and doy upon this goupd, 
Full twenty years I've beat my round, | 
Crying v auxhall watch. 


And as that time's a little FED | 
With ſome genteels that here reſort, 
'To be ſure I have not had ſome port: : 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


Oh! of pretty damſels neat and tight 


Ts 


| Or the tuneful nightingale | 
Charms the foreſt with her tale, 


| Come and aid thy ſiſter muſe : 


| Gives freſh luſtre to the ky; 
| See the rivers how they run, 


I | Sometimes ſwift, ſometimes flow, ' _ 
_ | Gently murm: ring as they flow. 


WHEN 


[A coy ſullen flut as moſt authors agree, 


of a e morn I've bid good night, 


5 


crying Vauxhall watch. ; 
| | The lover crics, no.one will ſes, | 
You are deceiv'd, my ſoul, ſays ſhe 1 


Dare's that Iriſh teef here maning me, 
Crying Vauxhall watch. 


Den I gets a tirteen not to talxk 

They gentiy ſteal to the dark walk, _ 

ane I decamps no ſport to balk 
ry Vauxhall watch. 


QILENT nymph with curious eye, 
Who the purple er nmgte 

On the mountain's lonely van, 

Beyond the noiſe of buiſy man; 

Painting fair the form of things, 

While the yellow linnet ſings, 


Come with all the various hues,  * 


Now while Phoebus, riding bigh, 


Thro' woods and meads, in ſhade and fun 


Venus the goddeſs of beauty and 
love, 


Aroſe from the froth that ſwam on the ſea, 
Minerva leap'd out of the crannium of jove, 


Braye bacchus they tell us the wore of good 
as, tellows, 7 0 


| Was 


ns, 


and 


ca, 
Oe, 


good 


Was 


Was his natural fon pray attend to my tale, 
For they who thus chatrer, miſtake quite the 
matter, 


He ſprang from a barrel of Nottingham ale. 


8 . O R U 8. 
Nottingham ale boys Nottingham ale, 53 
No liquor on earth is like Nottingham ale. 


And when he had empty'd the cal whence 
| he ſprung, 
For want of more liquor low Wired grew, 
He mounted a ſtride ſet his a-ſe on the 
bung, 
And _ to. the gods and the goddeſſes | 


ew: 


And when he look'd down and ſaw che brave | 


town, 


To pay him due honours ne'er er likely to fail, 


He ſwore on all earth that the place of his 
birth : | 


Was that and no liquor like Nottingham ale. 
| Nottingham ale boys, &c, 


vicars, ' 


true, 
That Nottingham ale is the beſt of all liquors, 


And none underſtand x the good creature like 


ou, 
It Aülels ev'ry 
| Paper, | 
For when ye've a mind in the pulpit to rail; 
*T'will open your throats ye may preach 
without notes, 
When e with a bumper of Nennen 
N : Co 


vapour ſaves pen ink and 


£157 J 


| dag ert | 
+ 4 


| 


{ 


| Divinely GE thus 1 Ry 


treſſes 


The laſs who 755 
Ge. 
And all your Paſt 


ill 3 


Lou may turn | her and do as 


ly you ſoon will prevail; 
Fill the glaſs up bug often W 8 nothing will 
ſoften, @# - 
The heart of a woman like Noningham ale. 
Nottingham ale boys, &c. 


ve 40 bord who more execution have 1 


With powder, and potion, and bolus, and | 


ill, 


Than hangman with halter, or foldier with i 


gun, | x; 
Or mifer with famine, or lawye er with quill ; 


| i | forbid 
Ye biſhops and curates prieſts deacons an m4 To diſpatch us the quicker you forbid us 


malt-liquor, 


3 and our f 
When once ye have taſted ye 'Il own it is] Till our bodies conſume and our faces grow 


pale, 


Let him mind 'em who pleaſes what cures all 


_diſcaſcs, 
Is a comforting doſe of good Nottingham ale. 
eee ale 2 , kee. 


| in: more my ſong tall be ve for ains, 


Of purling ſtreams and flow'ry lat 
More plealing beauties now 1nfpire, 
And Phœbus deigns the warbling lyre, 
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| How bleſt that youth whom gentle fate, 
Has deſten'd to ſo fair a mate, 


With all thoſe wondrous gifts in ſtore, 


While each returning day brings more, 
No man more happy can be ſeen, 


Poſeſſing thee my Highland Queen. 


f . PHOEBUS meaner themes diſdaining, | 
To the lyriſt's call repair, 


And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 


Come and praiſe the britiſh falr. 


And the firings, &c. 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, _ 
Were not gallent, where not piorious, 

Till commanded by the fair. ; 


Al the works of worth or merrit, 


L 52) 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 


Have no pleaſure life or ſpirit,. 


But as borrow'd from the fair. 


_ | Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 


But if you for truth. declare. 
Worth and Manwood are the Faſhion, 
Fayour'd by the Britiſh fair. | | 


| JF, wet who live in ſhepherds bower, 
i 


Preſs not they gay and ſtately bed; 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Sooth not their taſte with wanton art, 
They. take what nature's gifts afford, 


| And take it with a chearful heart. 
ik thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 


No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt 


With wholſome cups they chear the fon}, 
And crown them with a village toaſt, 


If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 


| Dance on the daiſi'd ground, 


Have not the ſplendor of a court; 


I Yet love adorns the merry round. 0 


4 SEE 2 humble ruſtick ſwains, 


Reſting from their daily pains ; 


_ | Look how carelefly they're lard 
In the cool aud fragrant ſhade. 


| What is wealth, and fame, and power > 
| Fleering pageants of an hour: 


Bluſh ambition, bluſh to fee, 


I Happineſs unknown to thee, 


i 


The new mow'n hay and brearhing flower, 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. | 


1 
Soon as Phoebus ſtreaks the ſkies, 
Freſh and light as air they riſe; 

And when finking in the weſt, 

Gayly ſing him to his reſt. 


Boaſt not, ride, thy lofty ſtate; 
Ah ! how little are the great : 

Wretches, amidſt att your cares, 
Can you find content hke theirs, 


pow imperfect is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart ! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart! 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults dwell, 
And beat what broken, falt'ring dying, 
Language would but cannot tell. 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, q 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek, 
Aſk no more — behold your error; 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 
Vhat tho' filent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air; 
Mark my eyes, and as they langniſh, 


Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view! 
Love has nought more fond believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing half ſo true. 

From you I am wild diſpairing, 
With your ſpeechleſs as I touch; 


)0% il 


1 


| | This is all that bares declaring, 


If this ſupply ye ſhall deny, 


Read what yours have written there. 


Dh]! that you could once conceive mei 


153 ] 


1 And perhaps declares too much. 


Two ſouls in one the ſame deſire, | 
| To grant the bliſs, and to require ? 
But if in heaven a hell we find, 

_*Tis all from thee, oh! jealouſy, 
| Thou tyrant of the mind. 


Falſe in thy glaſs all objects are, 


Some ſet too near, and ſome too far; 


All rorments ev'ry ill we find, 


In only thee oh! jealouſy, 
Thou tyrant of the mind. 


O hear the jar of noiſy war, 8 
Joo me is pleaſing matter; 


A ſpear and fhield to cla 


| Yet grant me hat and feather, 
A ſmart oockade, and polliſh'd blade, 
But keep them from the weather. 
Tn then proceed for ſure there's need, 
To get my corps qc open | 


Their hat, cockade and feather. 


| Let now each maid, in taſte array'd, | 


Advance in faireſt weather, 


* 


5 ; But halt! I fear the French are ncar 


| WHAT ſtate of life can be fo bleſt, 


As love that warms the lover's breaſt, 


I Thou art the fire of endlefs night, 
| The fire that burns and gives no light, 


| Give me ye pow'rs in dangerogy hourhy 


Who fee] no dread but for their head, 
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Ats i my hat and feather. 


It 0 7 toofe I'll not refuſe, 
| > leave the ſtrife to others, 
PO cn who dread no loſs of head, 


* dania- s ſons and brothers: 
For t ta N 
\-:4 knock them down togather; 
Then = here they he--—there let them die, 
| Belpoil'd of hat and — | 


FEE weſtern 17 was purpP 4 o'er 
| With every pleafing ray, 
Aud focks reviving lelt no more, 
dhe fultry heats of da PE 
Wit from a hazle's artleſs bow” a, 
| oft warbled Strephon's tougue; 
He » 


my. 


V. 
5 "And dden every grove; : 
Par endleſs bleſſings crown the day, 
| I faw fair Eſham” s dale, 
Aud every bleſſing find its way, 
To Nancy of the vale. 


Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
The peerleſs bud I found, 
Tad ſhadowing rocks and woods confpir d 
To fence her beauties round; 

| That nature in ſo lone a dell, 

| Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell, 
„ne my wand' ring feet. 


N advance *gainſt Spain and France, 


| ſt the day, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy's charms he ſung. 
e with fickle falſchood range, | 
he paths of wanton love, he 
% weeping maids lament the charge, 


L 154 * 
Gay lordlings ſought ker for their bilde, 
Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 


I Tis Strephon on the mountain's how, 


And when this vow ſhall faithleſs | prove, 
1 | 


The ſtream that ſaw our tnder love, 


| While in thee my ſoul's uniting, 


| God of fong, oh! then befriend me, 


| | All thy toneful treaſure lend me, 


WHILE on earth's ſoft lap deſcending 


| Nature awefully attending, 


| White and 


4 


— 


But ſhe would ne'er incline ; 


* 


As I will prove to mine; 


Has won my right e will; 
To him, I gave by plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill. 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; 

Po her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow'd my future care : 


Or I thofe charms forego ; 
That fiream Hon ceaſe to flow. 


RONDEAU. 


EAV/NLY muſic, fo inviting, 
Give to me the ſweeteſt ſtrains, 


Let me chear the nymphs and fwains! 


Let my foul to glory riſe! \ 


And Pl waft it to the ſkics. 


Lightly falls the feather'd now: 


Each rude wind forbids to blow. 


ure awhile appearing, 
RAR ber virgin mantle Wears, 


de, 


75 


ins! 


The vale, the fountain, and the grove, 


goon the fickle ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded boſom bares. 


Thus my fooliſh heart believing, 
Liften'd to his artful tongue ; 

All his vows of love receiving, 
On each flattering accent hung. 


Fondly for a time miſtaken, + 
Love and joy cenceal'd my fate; 

Now alas ! at length forſaken, 
Sad experience comes too late. 


J]* 'tis joy te wound a lover, 85 
How much more to give him eaſe ? 
When his paſſion we citcover, 
Oh how pleaſing tis to pleaſe. 


0 Peace the faireſt child of heav'n, 
To whom the Sylvan reign was giv'n, 
With ev*ry ſofter ſcene of love; 


Return, ſweet peace, to cheer the weeping 
ſwain, . 


Return with eaſe and pleaſure in thy train. 


COME dear Paſtora, come away, 
And hail the chearful ſpring; 
Now fragrent bloſſoms crown the May, 
And woods with, love---nores ring; 
Now Phoebus to the weſt deſcends, 
And ſheds a fainter rayz 

And as our rural labour ends, 


We bleſs the cloſing day. 


L553 1 
1 


Let us enjoy the ev'ning hour, 


In yonder artleſs maple bow'r, 
With blooming woodbines rwir2d ; 


On carth's ſoft lap reclin's : 


{| Or when yon poplar's verdant bowyhs, 


The chryſtal current ſhade; 
O deign, fair nymph, to hear the vows | 
My faithful heart has made. 


Within this breaſt no. ſoft decir, 
No artful flatt'ry bides : 


But truth, ſcarce known among de great, 


O'er ev'ry thought prefides : 


| On pride's falſe glare I look «+ Horn, 5 


And all its glitt'ring train; 


| Be mine the pleaſures which actwrt, 


This ever---peaceful plain. 


Come then, my fair, and with d love 


Each riſing care ſubdue ; 


|T uy preſence can each gree? moves 


nd ev'ry joy renew: 


| The lily fades, the roſe grow , 


Their tranſient bloom is 
But laſting truth and virtue! 
Paſtora of the plain. 


5 LOVE in her eyes firs ple. 5 


And ſheds delicious sn: 


I Love in her lips is ſtray ing 


And warbling in her rents. 


Love on her breaſt fits partie 


And ſwells with ſoft © -:; -; 


| No grace, no charm is van 


To ſet the heart on fas. 
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[256] 
How. pleifng glides our morn of your, | 


| E'er beauty ſtrikes the breaſt ; 

A parent's tender huſh-can ſooth, 
The flutt'ring foul to reſt : 

| But love's ſweet paſſion riper grown, 

Exerts a tyrant part; 

And painful bliſs before unknown, 

Surrounds the guardleſs heart. 


And the peace of his mind was his ultimate 
y 


The vermil lip, love---love darling eve, 
Fair check of roſy hue ; 

The-virgin breaſt by, gentle ſigh 
IT bat parting ſwells to view, 
i May bid the heart with rapture glow, 
To love attune the mind, 5 
But ah! ſad change! what ſorrow flow 5 
If Stella proves unkind. 


> ben to the infrequentsd grove, 
Or by the languid ſtream, 

The penſive ſwain will ſighing wove, 

And breathe his plaintive theme: 

The tender notes along the vale, 

In gentle murmurs die, 

And echo, from her ſecret cell, 
Returns him ſigh for ſigh. 


LET ans a ſtranger to each jovia 
| Ou : 
Who Ariſtippus like, can his paſſions con- 


troul, 


Of w iſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, 


Who attentive to eaſe, let his mind {till be 


free: 


The prince, peer, or peaſant, to bim were 
| hp lame, 


| If his friend had a Humour, 


For pleas'd he was pleaſing whenever he 
| came, 

But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and 
ſtrife, 


: | Reſolving to live all the days of bis life. 


| A friend to mankind, all mankind Was his 


friend, 


end; 


He found fault with none, if none found 


fault with him; 


he bumour's 
his whim; 


5 If wine was the word, he bumper'd his glaſs; 


If love was the topic, he toaſted his laſs, 


But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and 


ſtrife ; 


A (Relolring to live all the days of his life 


= If council Kifputed, if councils agreed, 
| He found fault with neither>-for this was 


his creed. 
That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 


'Tw6uld be ſemper eadum an hundred years 
hence. 


He thought twas unſocial to be maleconten; 
| Tf the tide went with him, with the tide 100 


he went, 


Ad ſtill turn'd his back on contention and 
ſtrife, 


Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


Then let us all follow Ariſtippus's rules 


And deem his opponents dull aſſes and 
mules, 


| But thoſe not | contented to lead or to drive, 


Þ 


Was 


ſe, 
years 


tent, 
e 100 


wand 


8 
and 


rive, 


y 


WHEN morn with 


By the bees of their ſweets be drove out of 


their hives; | 


Expell'd from the manſion of quiet and eaſe, 


May they never find out the beſt art how 
to pleaſe, 1 

While our friends and ourſelves, not for- 
getting our wives | | 


By theſe maxims may live all the days of 


our lives, 


4 


rple ſtreaks the ſkies, 
And reſted flocks to paſture riſe, 

J long my abſent love to ſee, | 

And figh for him, who doats on me. 


A change of movement, the favourite Scotch 


His lovely form and gracious ſmile, 
Firſt caught my partial eye,, 
And ſoft perſuaſion, free from guile, 
Soon won me to comply, | 15 
Our vows of mutual truth are paſe'd, 
I only live to love, 

And ever ſhall that paſſion laſt 
Wavy carth and heaven approve. 


YOUNG Chloe as gay as the ſpring, 
But will change like an April day; 

As rich as the ſummer---dear thing, 

And will frolie like lambkin's in May. 5 


She's truly good-natur'd and meek, 


Ea 


And if for her virtues you ſeek, 
They are bright as the roſes in June. 


The flowers of Jul can't compare 
To the fragrance that hangs on her lip, 
Nor the plenty of Auguſt declare 


{ The near that thence one might ſip. . 


September's fine fruits are more ſcarce 
Than the fruits of her elegant mind: 
The bright beer of October's a farce, 
To this the moſt bright of her kind. 


| Yet November's dull fogs _ about her, 


And ſhe'll make the poor devil remember, 


| | Who finds he can not live without her, 


That her heart is as cold as December. 


WHEN the feet roſy morn firſt peep'd 


_ o'er the ſkies, 4; | 
A loud finging lark bid the villager's riſe, 
The cowſlips were lively the primroſes gay, 
And ſhed © perfumes to welcome the 
| ay; 


The ſwains with their ſweet-hearts all rang'd 


on the green 


queen, 


are told 


| The deareſt affections are barter'd for gold, 
That diſcord in wedlock is often their lot, 
While Cupid and Hymen ſhake hands in 

| | 


a CO 


d, | 
| To the church with fair Phœbe ſince Damon 
If you catch her but when ihe's in tune, e 


has been. | 
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Did homage to Phoebe and hail'd het the 
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Amongſt lords and ſine ladies we ſhepherdy 
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He $ 25 rick; as a ; monarch the's as bleſt as a 
Queen, 


WHILE oc'r ihe mountain brow peeps ; the 

| young morn, 

Our pack the dew daſhing, Ton, ton, ſounds 
the horn; 

Sly Reynard unkennel'd, tho? cunning he 


lay, 


Bruſhes off to the tally to e bruſh. away, 50 


Ton, ton: 


T o the chace, to the chace, 3 ye che 
ſpirits away, 


Za, huzza. 


| While thro! the thick brake all lis ſuifts the 
„ 

Or down the wind kalking t to cover he flies 
No hedge nor ditch leb us, we. circle the 
| 7. weeds; .- 
High over the the ſwinging gate, daſh thro? 
| the floods, Ton, ton. 

To ihe chace, Ke. 


No t a 1 dog 1 is in fault, the ſcent is ſo firong, 
Up hill and down hallows, we raliy along ; 
What fportſinan ſo tame to be tem pted to ſlay, | 
Or think upon ſafety and hear, hark! away. 
5 1 on, ton. 

15 Jo the chace, &c. 


The v view hollow given, thewide welkin rings, 


Hark ! hark ! there echo 'tis mutic for kings, 


Men horles and un, 1 10 ous harwiouy | 
| thcar, ; 


| 


' 


| The yy 1 — can picbnte forbear, 
| Ton, ton. 
To the chace, Ke. 


B exereiſe, hunters diſtempers def 
The facultics truſt not but +1160 s 


And while to the vapours, pale indolents 
icld, 


Ton, ton. 
. 0 the chace, de. 


Tus 
' cd 1 "wr one, oF: = 


And are bound up ſo faſt, that they can' 't be 
Tantivey, tantivey, rantara, huzza, huz- | 


5c... amdonc;1; 


so well are they blended, io, beauteous o 


ſi ght, 
There ſprings from their union a renfold 
delight : 
Nor poiſon, nor weed here, our paſſion to 
| Warn, 
But {ov eet eu brier, the roſe withour 


1 Tus BACCHAINALIAN® TRIUMPH, 


CHORUS. 
A 1K; 


Hxxcr thou Cynic hoary time, 
Prithee tell us what's our crime 
Why with frowns in dread array, 
\Would'ſt thou cloud ſprings feftive days 
Smooth thy furrow'd front of ſnow, 


\ 


"Virnu x76 for us to got. 


TY | | | Love 


3 
We win roſy health by the ſports, of the _ | 


flown $ like © our hearts, 2 are FN 


to 


ut 


ve 


% 


Love and wine give joys ſublime, 


| — thou eynie hoary time. 


AIX. 


Come old boy- no more be dull, 
Let thy glaſs be ever full ; = 
Then vil pledge thee our of mine, 


ZBumper'd with the richeſt wine: 


If thou will not hat care p # 
So I drink before I die, 
Joys like mine muſt long withſtand, 


Thy too rigid frozen hand, | 
Hence thou cynic Hoary time. 


AIX. 


| Parodi of kaman woe, 


Quickly from our preſence go, 
We have other gueſts to ſce, 
Quite unknown to death or thee, | 
Venus drawn by billing doves, 
All the graces all the loves; 
Such extatic bliſs in view, 


| Who can deign to think of vou. 


Hence thou cy uic hoary time. 


. PTE OS 
Oh! che happy deed is done, 


ee the grey intruder's gone: 
Pleaſure likes the ſilken rein, 
Till rhe cripple comes again, 
Let's be jocund, oy th and gay, 
Now tis nature's holiday ; © | 
She commands us in our prime, 


Ne" er to think of father time. | 
Uence thou Exmie — time. 
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Ke 050 ves l oh y 


0 


e A N T A * A. RECITATIVE. | 


yes! a proclamation” s made, 
jana lool the woods begins to cheer t 


Her will and 33 then mult be obey'd, - 
| her nymphs and train be here. 


And at her c 


From ſleep's downy charms 

Each hunter muſt riſe ; 

The horn's loud alarms, 

| Bids us ſlumber deſpiſe. 

From the you the gay morning diſcovers her 
acc, 1 

And hounds, men, and horſes, now pant f for 

r* -: +: 1a. clnes. | 


Nor gates, floods or mids 
Our ſpeed can allay; 
Hark ! the hollow reſounds, 


9 23 „„ 


My As we follow our prey. 


ills and v alley' 3 we leave ina moment behind 4 
We cheer the deep woudlaud, and out iripthe | 


| | wid, 
| Our bold 4 iraln, - 
No dargers diimay; 


N ö 1 5 checks them in vain, 


| iey ſhare in the day. , ih 
1 They "Ther! gay band, whilſt the deer in +: 


in view, 


4 | X-ike lightning he flies, and as faſt they rr fue. | 


The briſk, driving chace 
Enliven's each vain; 


| - Gives bloom to cach face, 


And diſperſes all pain; 


5 May the joys of the field be our ſport and 0 our 


P | 
IW. ake, e at the call of the hark! karke, 
. WHEN © 


away. 
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; WHEN Flora reſumes her gay reign, 
The meadows to paſtime invite, 
The wood-nymphs all joyful are ſcen 
New verdure cheers ſweetly the fight, 
Quit the duſk and noiſe of the town, 


Leave the r the op'ra and ball; 
$ 


. May's goddeſs your pleaſures ſhall crown, 
In the echoing ſhades of Vaux-hall. 


Be ſongs love and wine your defire, 
Each ſep'rate enjoyment you'll find; 
Sweet ſongs ſhall new rapture inſpire, 


And the nymphs ſhall be prudently kind: 


In the catch merry Momus ſhall laugh, 
Blythe Bacchus attends on your call: 
While your Miſtreſs in neklar you quaff, 
In the echoing ſhades of Vaux-hall. 


For life's but a jeſt and a ſpan, 

As the poets and morraliſts fing; 

So enjoy it ye youths while you can, 
Remember old Time's on the wing. 
Then haſte to this paſtoral ſcene, 
Where harmony charms with her call; 
— While pleaſure preſides as the queen, 
O''er the echoing ſhades of Vaux-hall. 


; How ſtands the glaſs around, 


For ſhame ! you take no care my boys, 


How ſtands the glaſs arfound ; 
Let mirth and wine & & awry 5 
The trumpets ſound; 
The colours they are flying boys, 
To fight kill or wound. 
May we till be found, | 
Content with our hard fate my boys; 


5 


| Dn T 160 ] 


| Surpaſling the bluſhes of May, 


"T5 On the cold ground. 
Why ſoldiers why, 


5 Sould we be melancholy boys ? 


Why Soldiers why, 
Whoſe buſineſs tis to die; 
| Hang ſighing fie, © 
Damn fear drink on be jolly boys, 
»Tis he, you, or I: | 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 
We're always bound to follow boys, 
And ſcorn to fly. | 


»Tis but in van, 


II mean not to upbraid ye boys, 


Tis but in vain, 
For ſoldiers to complain: 
Should next campaign? 


[2 
. 


| Send us to him who made us boys, 


We're free from pain; 
But if we remain, 


|| A bottle and kind landlady, 


Cure all again. 


- WHY bluſhes ſo early the role, --- 
'V. Diffufing its ſweets thro' the day, 
Since June is the month that is choſe, _ 


To finiſh the courtſhip of May? 


| Perhaps the young colours I ſee, 
Of ſpring in her morning array, 


Are painted O Flora by thee, 
In honour to Phillis's day. 5 
5 | Perhaps &c. 


| For June to perfection ſhall riſe, 


And 


.% 


And Zephyrs ſhall mount to the ſkies; 
In honour of Phillis's day. 

Then laſſes let each be a wife, 
Each marry like Phillis in June; 

For age is the winter of life, 
And night is the pillow of noon. 


BRITISH valour now is tow'ring, 
To its full meridian blaze; . 
And its force with vengeance pow'ring, 
While our foes with wonder gaze: 
And fly the wrath in wild amaze. 


Thus the ſun at morn appearing, 
Darts about the ſplendid ray: 
All the face of nature charming, 
Drives the gloomy ſhades away, 
In promiſe of a glorious day. 
L:: the tyrent of the heart, 

| Full of miſchief full of woe, 
All his joys arc mix'd with ſmart, 

Thorns beneath his roſes grow. 
CE. "Thorns beneath &c. 


{ RECITATINYE:. 
Thus ſung a poor forſaken maid, 
By folly not by love betray'd, 
Ye fair while virtue ſteels your breaſt ; 
Fond love, fond love, can ne'er diſturb 
your. reſt. | 


GIVE round the word diſmount diſmount, 
” Whilc:echo'd by the fprightly born, 
The toils and pleaſures we recount, 


| | Of this Gvees health inſpiring morn. . 


* 


C N O R U 8. 


Tas glorious {port none e' er did lag. 


Nor drew amiſs non made a-ſtand; 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 


| As had A&zon been the ſtag, 


And we had hunted by command). 
Of the Goddeſs of the chace. 


| The hounds were out aud ſnuffed' the air, 


And ſcarce had reach'd'the appointed ſpot :. 
But pleaſed they heard a layer, a layer, 
And mon rew on the flot. 

____ ?Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 


| | The deep mouthed hounds begin to bawt; 


And echo note for note repeats, 


c 


While ſprightiy horns refound a call. 


'T'was glorious ſport, & c. 


| And now the ſtag has loſt his A 
And while war-haunch the huntſinan cries, 


His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 


: He pants he ſtruggles and he dies. 


Twas glorious ſport, &c. 


'PWAS within a mile of Edinburgh 


town, EE | 
In the roſy time of the year, : 
Sweet lay locks bloom'd and the graſs was 


down; 


And cach ſhepherd woo'd. his dear. 
Bonny jockey, blyth and gay, 


Kits d ſweet Jenny making hay : 


no, it Will not do, 
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The laffly bluſh'd and frowning cried, no, N 


8 


Wi pau =. 
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» 
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E's 1 


— 1 cannot, cannot, - wonnot; munnot, bue⸗ 

kle to. 

Jockey was a wag that never would wed, 

Tho hong he had follow'd the laſs, 

Contented ſhe earn'd and ate her brown 
©: bready; 5: 

And merrily turn'd up the graſs. 

Bonny Jockey blyth and free, 

Won her heart right merrily, 

Yet till ſhe -bluſh'd and rowning cried, 

| no, no, it will not do; | 

J cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mun- 

not buckle to. 


But when he vow'd he wou'd make her 
. his bride, 

Tho' his flocks and herds were not few, 

She gave him her hand and a kiſs beſide; 

And vow'd ſhe'd for ever be true, 
Bonny Jockey blyth and free, 

Won her heart right merril, : 

At church ſhe no more frowning cried, no, 

| no, it will not do, | 

1 cannot, cannot, wonnot, wonnot, mun- 
| not wenkie to. 


On; let me unreſerv'd declare, 
| The feelings of my heart; 
My Strephon reigns unrivall'd there, 
No other ſwain has part. | 
Such worth and'truth my heart does move, 
To give the ſhepherd love for love. 


When abſent from my longing ſight, 
' He is my conſtant theme: 
His ſhadowy form appears by night, 
2 And ſhapes the morning dream. | 


For ah ! his 4 my heart does move, 
| To give the ſhepherd love for love, 


Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 


Deam not 1 words too free ; 
For ere my * ou arraign, 
Yow muſt have lov'd like me. 


And 'tis has worth my heart does move, 
Tag give my hs love for. love. 


N to pant on Thetis breaſt, 
'Phcebus bluſhes down the welt, 

And in laughter ſeems to ſay, 

Mortals end like me the day, 

Join ye merry rural throng, 

| Mirth and muſic dance and ſong, 


| © Ever happy ever gay. 


Life 1s here one holiday. 


| Nature's free-born ſubſects train, 


Blooming tenants of the plain, 
'Tis for us the Goddeſs . | 
Verdant meads and flow'ry vera 
While the varying ſeaſons flow : 
Beauty bids our boſom glow, 

Ever happy ever gay, &c. 


. Ev'ry nymph and ev'y youth, 
| Melt with fondneſs warm with truth, 


Sunny vale and ny grove, 
Echo to the voice of love; 

And the changeful year ſupplies, 
Pleaſure to the heart and eyes. 
Ever happy ever gay, &e. 


Far from noiſe and pomp and ſtate, 
Joys and troubles of the great : | 


| | Shelter'd by contentment's wings, 


: While 


eee the | bird of * eh 


While god of foft delight, 
Glads the noon and chears the night. 
Ever * ever Say, Nee. 


MY doing filler » won my mind, 

My heart is now with him at ſea, 
I hope the ſummer's weſtern, breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me. 
I wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone, 


What forts he's ftorm'd, how great's the | 


ſpoils: 
From France and 1 my failor' s won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, . 
When fancy brought the foe in view; 
And day and night L' ve had no reſt 
Left ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew. 
Bring gentle gales, my ſailor home, 
His ſhip at anchor let me ſee: | 
Three years are ſure enough to roam, 
Too long for one who loves like me. 


His face by ſultry elimes i is wan, 


His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright : 5 


( But till I'll own my charming man, 
And run to meet him when in fight. 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 

No weather can make that look old 
Tho” alter'd were his face and eyes, 
= Vl love my jolly ſailor bold. 


Pops pour me out is parting glaſs | 


Again to thee my pretty laſs, 
De thou muſt bid adieu 


; 7 
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| 


4 Hark! hark! the boatſwain call's away 


| 


It rich galſoons fall in our way 4 : | 
| | The don's ſhall ſtrike and-fall our prey, "1 


' You'll think of him who thinks on thes, | 


| And if I ſhould not fee the more, ; + 


| | jt 
No longer from thee will I roam, | . f 


Thee to my hammoch take. 


Our jolly tars will try amain, 


21 0 
1 N I meet my fickle {wain, 


And Shen 1 am far out at * 


1 
„ 
* * 7 
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What ſays my bonny Sue. 


— — be nu + La 


—— 


. 
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Not now a moment can I ſtay, - tis 
But t'other kiſs and then br 
Now welcome is the cannon's roar, | 


Was 
— Ln 


Then think of honeſt Ben. 


If i in the Bay of Biſcay O, © „ OR /4 
Or in the Gulph of Mexico; | 1 
My fortune I can make, 


At Goſport then I'll fix my home, 


To beat the flcets of France and Spain; 8 4 
And England's fame encreaſe. M4 


We'll make them cry for. Ponce. 


Sound wind and limb take roſea, _ 

True heart and love I'll bring to thee 
We ne'er ſhall part again, 

No Captain's wife ſhall finer. go, 

From head to ſtern from top to þ 400; | 


Then think of honeſt Ben. 


more along the daiſy moot, - f 


| Whoſe charms and falſhood far exceed | 


17 The ys of the Plaine | Wo 4 | 


| u. Lo 


In all t 


What tumult ſtrange my ſoul oppreſs d, 


Too ſoon. ER I loſt my reſt, 
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ing follow'd where 1 rov's, 
Till pitty touch'd my heart; 
Then laughing boaſted how 1 lov'd 


And Play'd a traitor's part. 
| Ladies ! ladies ! while you fly, 


The men will ſtil] purſue ; 


But if you 1 when they ſigh, 


Alas ! fly from you. 


They practice and they muſt approve, 


An innocent deceit. 


| Affect indiff rence when you love, 


Or n ini Pence meet. 


WITH j joy and mirth our valleys ring,' 
On ev'ry ſpray ſweet warblers fing : 


| While echo ſoft repeats the ſtrain, 


Of _ a nymph and ruſtic ſwain. 
err ſports I bore a part | 
When conqu ring love firſt touch'd my ores 


No maid fo blyrh ſo bleſs'd as I, 


Nor knew of Cupdd's wiles, 
Till firſt I met young Damon's eye, 
And mark'd his beauteous ſiniles. 


Ah, then what rapruge ald my breaſt, 


And ruſh'd through ev'ry vein! 
Tho! firſt a pleaſing pain. 
And abſent now I feel: 


That Jove's keen wound within wy breaſt, 
2 o dime can ever heal. 


| 


GINCE diſcord ſtill rages, ; we'll Never" the 


ſalt main, 
And brave all the navies of France and of 
SER Spain : 
May ſummer its trophies, like winter diſ- 


F | 
May we chace like bold Ropxkv, by night 


as by day. 
C H OR U 8. 


| From ſea to ſea, from Eaſt to weſt, 


Boys follow France and Spain, 


Nor let them have a moment's reſt, 


Till all 1s peace again. 


| Purſue your ſtroke, they ſink they fly, 


"| 


The bloody flag difplay ; 
Tis ours to conquer or to die, 


They ſtrike my boys huzza. 


As the lion of Britain is N from his 
trance, 


Take care, dons, of Spain and ye mas 
of France. 


From the north to the ſouth, let your thun- 


ders be hurl'd, 


5 And vengeance ſhall puniſh the foes of the, | 


world. . 
From ſca to ſea, ke. 


| Well give 100 raſh Spanniards, I warrant 


their due, 


| They muſt pay all our cofts, with he wealth 


of Peru; 


| Ship to ſhip hand to hand, boys let's ſtick 


to their ſtuff, 


4 Nor give up the * till che cry they” ve 
t 


enough. From es to , &c, 


"When 


of 
A 


8 


Our ſhips ſpite of darkneſs and ſtorms ſhall 


Ys N 05 2 


When Bourbon fubmits, and iniplores us to 


Then hats an hoſtility quickly may ceaſe, 
And Engliſhmen ſpares when the enemy's 
4 down; 
When the fag is once ſtruck, ſhall our mercy. 
be ſhown. 
From ſea to fea, Kc. 


Till 4 bloody war, muſt continue to rage, 


engage, 
We can never ſhake hands, or with F rance 
or with Spain; 
Till Britain's acknowledged the Leak Ld 
main. 


From: os 6s fea, bc. | 


| 


c A N T 1 T A. Rrcirarvz. 
BENEATH ſome ſpreading beech, I'II lull 


my cares, 


Sigh on the winds and wet the earth with | 


tears: 
No more = pipe ſhall rend the verdant 


plains, ö 
e ills reſound the mirthful ſtrains; 
ch'd on the dewy earth ſecure I'll 


lay, 


| Her dreſs beſpeaks her inmoſt EP 


And mourn with Fhilomela on the Os 1 | 


5 


AXT 3 


Wh dia 1 ze with tender joy, 
mY TY maid, ou We 
89 0 bee the eye decoy : A 
op} oo invade; © 
But Foy what ce would fill my heart, 
If delia 2 was true. 


Po 2 2 * 
a 


| What ſcene could &er ſuch bliſs impart, 
Of graceful air, ſweet as fair; 


1 Blyth as May, bright as day, 9 5 
Blyth as May, bright as . | * 
Try the lovely ler. to move, _ 
Cupid gentle 0 e t 9 
MY fair has natures charms Ig 23-4630: 
From ev'ry art ſhe's free 2 


'Tis all fimplicity. 


Without diſguiſes he his r 

Nor will ſhe change from me: 

She's conſtant, innocent, and true, 
And all ſimplicity. 2x? 


Nor can I er ungrateful wy 
To one ſo pure as the ; 

For ſure no charm can e'er 

With ſweet ſimplicity. 


5 
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NSTANCY in laue 295 { Sincerity in friendſhip. 

May the Evening's diverſion bear the Morning's "refleftion. 

May all honeſt Souls find a friend in need. 
«May the Single be married, andthe married happy. 

Succeſs to the lover; honour to the brave, health. to the del, and freedom to the ſlave. 
May oux happineſs be ſincere and our joys be laſting. 

The pleafures of immagination xealiz d. 

May the wings of extravagance be 7; why by the ſhears of ceconomy. 


# 


Great men honeſt, and honeſt: men great. 


Every honeſt man his right, and every rogue a alter. 1 
All o our Wants and all our wiſhes. 


May our endeavours be always ſucceſsful, when engaged der the banner of delle, 
May our conſcience be ſound tho' our fortune be 8 : 


Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to our wi 


Youth without fo oy, and age without pain. 1 


»The rapemaus bliſs of an extatic kiſs. 


Health peace and en 


May our paſſions be ſlaves to us, and not we to our paſſions. 


| May love and reaſon be friends, and beauty and prudence marry. 


May the miſer we poor and the benevolent rich. 
eart, and ſenſe to keep it. | 
May trade increaſe and faction ceaſe. | 
May the King know rightly his prorogative, and the fubjed his privilege, 
Healh $9500), FONT of mind, a clean ſhirt and a | rg 


ES oC WOES an ET EL I PRAPLLLS af: 


* 
8 


- 


odd Moon id 


* * nnn 


May we never ſeck more liberty — conſtitutes n 6 ppg-ene® more due. han. 


. Gaicty and innocence. 


Delicate pleaſures, to ſuſceprible minds. 


, 5, * 
q l 


E 
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Here sto the man that dares bs honek: 3 in the worſt alin: 


Long may we live, happy may we be, bleſt with l and ous . oikos. he 
May Wilkes turn out a ſcoundrel. | | fine M $i B06 
May we never meet an old friend, with a new face. e ee 1 
Diſintereſted friendſhip, and artleſs lers. l ole 
The heart that feels, and the hand that gives. B. 1% % 00 
The roſe of pleaſure, without the thorn. | TE TE 114 bf 
Wit without bitterneſs, and mirth without noſ . F une | 
Religion without prieſtcraft, and politics without parc. 202 Wild e ye d 
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May we never condemn that in others; which we Would pardon i in und dates 


tends to public good. 


ay the deformity of other men's vices/teach vs to abhor our O F 15500 = mr 
merica in our arms, France and wg with the Dutch at v feet. „ bas hwy £ 
May we never condemn by hear-ſay, nor ud by faſflioen. ot ib aro ye7 
May we be more ready to correct our own faults, than to publiſh che faults of others. 
May the bloſſoms of fr riendſhip never be blighted. 
May reaſon guide the helm, when paſſion b blow ws the gale, 


May we always have a friend and ever know his value. — 
May hemp bind him, whom honour can't. | 
May he that made the dl take us all. | AYE 
May we never want a friend and a bottle to give him. ; 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. bf | 

The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 5 
Proviſion to the unprovided. | 


y we have in our arms, what we love in our hearts. . 
L e for love. 


Health, joy, and mutual love. 
«Friendſhip witliout intreſt, and love without deceit., 


The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good: humour. 
May we pleaſe and be pleaſed. 

The union of two fond hearts. 

All we wiſh and all we want. 

Love and opportunity. 


May tempration never 5 conquor virtue 
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May genius and merit neyer want 2 friend. 
Senſe to win a heart, and Merit to keep it. | 5 
Frugality without meanneſs. IT 
May we be rich in friends, rather then money. 
May we be loved by thoſe, whom we love. 
May he who wants friendſhip alſo want friends. | 
May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and friends to nothing bor merit. 
May we as chriſtians, be zealous without uncharitableneſs; as ſubjekts loyal without ſer 

vility; and as citizens free without faction. 

May our ability for doing good be equalled by our inclination. 
May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune. | 
May thoſe who inherit the title of gentlemen by birth, deſerve it by their lives,” 
May fortune be always an attendant on virtue. | | 

May we never ſwear a tradeſman out of his right, or a eredulous girl « out of her virtue. ) 
More friends and leſi need of them. 
hay & love draw the courtain and. EOS the cork. 
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A Dawn of hope my ſoul revives 17 
1 All in the downs, &c. 22 18 
Adieu ye groves, adieu ye plains 25 
As I went o'er the meadows &c. 38 
As tink'ring Tom &c. Eh? 40 
Ahl why did Jockey gang away 48 
Attend all ye ſhepherds and nymphs & 49 
As 1 a penſive form Myrtilla ſat 86 

s Jamie gay, gang'd blythe his wa 57 
Aſk if os 2 ſweet 1 89 
As t' other day milking I fat in the vale 60 
All you who would wiſh to ſucceed &c. 69 
Attend 1. nymphs while I impart 69 
And did you not hear of a jelly Ke. 72 
As down on banna's banks &c. 75 
As Hebe was tending her ſheep &. 78 
As thro' the grove I chanc'd to ſtray 80 
As I went to the wake that his held &c. 82 
A jolly:briſk rar -e. us 
As I faw fair Chloe walk alone 92 


All you who ſet fail &c. 107 | Come ye lads who wiſh to ſhine 
Adieu thou dreary pile &c. 108 | Come thoy roſy dimpled boy | 
As now my bloom come's on apace 113 Come ye venal ſlaves of war Sol 

A widow bewitch'd with her paſſion 133 Come fancy thou who canſt regain 
As down the cowſlip dale I ſtray d 141 Come now all ye ſocial powers _ 

All neighbours I pray to my ditty &c. 142 Ceaſe rude borees 

A band of cupids t'other day 147 | Come all ye ſhepherds of the pla 
Balmy ſweetneſs ever flowing 17 Come jelly Bacchus god of wine 


A Poet there was and he liv'd &c. 
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All on the pleaſant banks of tweed 


93 


| ere ay o' er the green mcadow &c. 98 


Strephon was ſtroleing along &. - 98 


Ah! what can defend a poor maiden &c. 107 
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By my ſighs you may diſcover 

By moſſy breok and flow'ry plain 
Behold this fair goblet &c. 

By the ſide of the ſweet river Tay 
Beneath the old buſhes that form 


N ſoft ye winds be calm e. 
lyth jockey young and ga | 
Blow high, blo © ot hs 
By dimple'd b 
Britiſh valour now is tow'ring _ 
Beneath ſome ſpreading beech &c. 
Ceaſe gay ſeducers pride to take 
Come 
Caſt my love thine eyes around 


Cupid god of ſoft perſuaſion | 
Come rouze brother ſportſmen &c. 


Come Roger and Nell &c. 
Come come my dear girl &c. 


Contented all day I will fit &c. 
Come haſte to the wedding 
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Behold from many a hoſtile ore 


ow low, let the tempeſts &c. 145 
k and fountain brim 


ofalind oh! come and fee” 
Come, come my good ſhepherds & c. 
Come Chloe and give me ſweet kiſſes 


Come live with me and be my love 8 8 
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Beſtow your attention on this little ſong 137 


138 


146 
16 
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Ho bleſs'd the maid whoſe boſom 


F 


1 I met young Damon t'other day 


170 
8 2.2 PR oh Pack. . 
Club your firelocks my lads &c. - 135 Hark the horn calls away 
Come dear Paſtora come away 155 Hark, hark o'er the plains 25 
Defend my heart ye virgin pow'rs __ « | Haſte, haſte Amelia gentle fair | 
Deſpairing beſice a clear ſtream 11 | How happy were my days till now 6g 
- Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair 32 | Her ſheep had in cluſters _ I 
Dear Molly I love you &c. £9 | Had I a heart for falſhood fram'd 71 
Dear ſmiling Kitty's to my mind o5 | How harmleſs and ſweer are the joys 7 
E' ry mortal ſome favourite pleaſure $7 | Haſte, haſte Phillis Hite 1? 6 
Forgive ye fair nor take it wrong 6 | How pleaſ'd within my native bower 110 
Fair Hebe ] left with a cautious deſign 27 | How oft Louiſa haſt thou ſaid RS 
For various purpoſe ſerves the fan 33 | How chearfu] along the gay mead 103 
Farewell ye green fields &c 52 | Here's to the maid of baſhful fifteen 104 
From flow'r to low'ir _ £8 | How hard our hapleſs lot appears 109 
Fair is the ſwan the ermine white 67 Happy the nymph who ne'er can know 114 
Full of dreams of bright beautics 92 Haſte, haſte away my only dear 129 
Feine ladies may tell us 107 ] Hark the trumpet ſounds to arms 133 
- Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon 136 | How imperfect is exprefſion 1723 
Fly ſwiftly ye minutes 146 | Heav'nly muſic ſo inviting 1354 
- Go tuneful bird that glads the ſkies _ 7 | How pleaſing glides our morn of youth 156 
Gay Vamon long ſtudy'd my heart 46 | Hence thou cynic hoary time 168 
, Genteel is my Damon | $0 | How ſtands the glaſs around 100 
Go ſeek ſome Nymph of humbler lot 64 1 ſeek my ſhepherd | wag „„ 
Guardian Angels now protect me 7 | If love's a ſweet paſſion | ( 28 
. .Give Iſaac the uymph _ 108 | In a plain pleaſant cottage _ "7 "9 
So high, go low, in every ſtate 109 In purſuit of ſome Jambs from my flocks 
Say flatt'ring hope the fancy warms 138 | If ober the cruel tyrant love 
- . Good neighbours attend to my ditty 144 am a young maid _ 5 
, Give round the word diſmount 161 told my nymph I told her true 
Happy the man whoſe wiſh and care 2 | In infancy our hopes and fears 
How happy. a ſtate does a miller poſſeſs 4 | It is I believe Gn: HAS 
Hark, hark the joy inſpiring horn 7 | In love ſhould there meet a fond pair 
How geptle was my Damon's air 12 I made love to Kate, V 
+ How hard is mv fte 20 | If ever a fond inclination — 
Hope thou nurſe of young defire 47 1 do as I will with my fwain 
How blythe was I each morn to ſee 47 | In a ſweet healthy air on a farm, 
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Pl paſs i no aul! znglorions life 96 

T like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul 100 

In a ſycamore ſhade as I fat t'other ay. 105 
In the pratling hours of youth 109 


I courted a lafs that liv'd over the lee 
In vain'to keep my heart you ſtrive 
I lock'd up all my treaſure 
In the morn as I walk'd thro* the mead 
If a daughter you have 
In ſpring my dear, ſhepherds . 
In the ſocial amufements bf life &c. 
If you're not too proud for a word &c. 
Tf thoſe who five in ſhepherds bower 
Tf *tis joy to wound à lover 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt 
Love ſounds the alarm 
' Love's a'gentle gen'rous paſſion = 
Lovely nymph aſſwage my anguiſh 
Loet not rage thy boſom firing 
Let me wander not unſeen ef 
Let others Damon's praiſe vehearſe 
et ladies gay for pleaſure roam 
(x grave divines preach up dull rules 
ove's a bubble courting trouble 185 
Little fairy ſuccour lend 
Let fuſty old grey-beards of apathy boaſt 
Love in her eyes fits playing 
Let care be a ftranger &c. 
Love's the t rant o the heart 


My cautious mother t'otlier day 

M banks are all furniſh'd with bee” . 
My temples with cluſters 

My former time how briſk and gay 
7 Dolly was the Faireſt N 
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My days have heen ſo won'drous free 
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1 bright the; ſun began to deen — 40 
My fond ſhepherds: of late were ſo ble d' 6 
My Jockey is the blitheſt lad 49 
My hearts my own my Will is free 64 
My Jenny end 1 have toi'd 77 


=y 


Nymphs and ſhepherds come wo 5 9 


Oh! Damon believe not your Aer. 15 
On every hill in ev'ry grove” 


O'er deſert plains and ruſhy meers 
J 0 83 wilt thou go with me 


515 


My time O ye muſes was happily ſpent 88 
My ſhepherd is gone far away Ke. 103 
My Nancy quits the rural train 118 
My eyes 9 K pleaſure 147 
My name's Blaney' 

My bonny ſailor's won my wing 

My fair has nature's «harms 4700 16 5 
Not on beds of fading flow'rs 1 
Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds eee 
Now the happy knot is ty'd 67 VOY 
Near a thick grove whoſe dee 1 $24 527 | 
No longer let whimſical 2 eee 


No nymph that trips the verdant plains 564 
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Now fummer a roaches | 99 
Now Phoebus finketh in the weſt 147 

No more my ſong ſhall be ye Raid Bar 

Now to pant on Thetis breſt % ne 

| No more along the daiſy mead Oy 
O greedy Midas I've been told 5 N 
Once the Gods of the Greeks 31 

Oh! how ſhall J in language weak 47 

Oh! had 1 been by fate decreed _ 80 

O Sandy why leav'ft thou thy Nelly 61 

O'er moorlands and mountains 67 

O the days when I was young 4 
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O fpread 7 f rich mantle ſweet May 105 
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O how have 1 ſigh'd for the e 140 


On pleaſure's ſmooth win i 
O peace the faireſt child of ear” 11 
Oh yes! oh yes, a proclamation's made 159 
O let me unreſerv'd declare 4+: 164 
Palemon ſeated by his fav'rite maid 79 
Phœbus meaner themes diſdaining 152 
Pour me out the parting glafs 163 
Keſolv'd as her poet of Celia to ſing 19 
Sick of the town fair Delia flew e 
| Save women and wine there is nothing 22 
Says Plato why ſhould man be vain 24 
Sure Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 34 
Sure a laſs in her bloom : 44 
Sweet Phillis well met 69 
Sweet thruſh that makes the vernal year 78 
Sound the fife beat the drum _ — 37 
Shall 1 waſting in deſpair _ 92 
Strephon aroſe at early dawn 102 
| Shepherds I have loſt my love e 


Songs of ſhepherds in ruſtical roundelays 116 
Sweet echo” ſweeteſt nymph that lived 104 


Says Collin to me I have thought 124 
Sweeteſt bard that ever ſung 125 
Some women take delight in dreſs 128 
Since Roger thus ſlighteth the heart 131 
Stand to your guns my hearts of oak _ 132; 
Sweet are the banks when ſpring perfumes 135 
Since now our Seaſon's come again 143 
See phcebus begins to enliven the eaſt 149 
Silent is io ph with curious eye 150 
See yon humble ruſtick ſwains „ Y 
Since diſcord (till rages 2 164 | 
The Virgin when foften'd by May, = 
Tell me Pies have ye ſeen 5 W 


The ſolgiet tir'd of wars alarms 8 


To dear Amaryllis nie young Strephon _ 
The fragrant lilly of the vale- 

The ſun from the caſt | | 
That Jenny's my friend my delight 

"Tis a twelvemonth ago 

Twas at the royal feaſt for Perſia 
Thus I ſtand like a Turk 

There's grinders enough Sirs | 
Tho till ſo young and ſcarce fifteen | 
Too long a giddy wand'ring youth 

The bird that hears her neſtlings cry 
The women all tell me I'm falſe &c. 
This cold flinty heart 

T'other day as I fat in the ſycamore ſhade 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſmen _ 
The glitt'ring ſun begin's to riſe 


The lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn 


»Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind | 


[The whiſtling ploughman 


'Twas when the ſeas were roaring 

The filver moon's enamour'd beam 
The lawland lads think they are fine 
The new flown. bird the ſhepherds * 


The world my dear Mira 
| The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts Ec. 


The kind appointment Celia made : 
To ſigh and complain | 
The feſtive board was met 


| * Twas at the ſilent midnight hour 


That May-day of life is for pleaſure 
'T was at the gate of Calais | 
The fhepherd's plain life 

The ſun in virgin luſtre ſhone. 

The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 
To thee O gentle ſleep alone 

To heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Tho' man has long baaſted 


dg Gods and the Goddeſſes 


| The moment Aurar: 


E 


. | | PAGE. 
To make the moſt of fleeting time 74 
The ſmiling morn the blooming ſpring 83 
Too long the rhimeſters of the age 83 
Turn gentle hermit of the dale 8 
True bliſs in retirement can only be found 94 
The pendent foreſt ſeem'd to nod 95 
The tun juſt glancing thro? the trees 100 
The mind of a woman &. 110 
Then farewell my my trim-built wherry 113 
Though prudence may preſs me 114 
117 
The ſmiling dawn of happy days 119 
The youth who from woman has ſuffer'd 119 
The ladies of rank are ſo friſky and fine 120 
The duſky night rides down the ſky 121 
The buſy crew the fails unbending 


132 
The ſun now peeps on yonder hill 125 
The Boſom 3 25 128 
*Twas on the morn of ſweet May day 130 


The fife and the drum ſound merrily ab ! 


, 133 
The lilly and the bluſhing roſe 


433 
The ſwain that I'd chuſe gentle cupid 137 
Ihe ſummer was over my flocks & c. 137 
Io from place to place I'm ranging 138 

Thou ſoft flowing Too | „ 
Tell me am 1 laugh'd to ſcorn 141 
Tell me when inconſtant rover 142 

Tho' by Colin now I am forſaken 144 

Tell me no more of pointed darts 146 
Three lads contended for my heart 148 


Thy fatal ſhafts unerring more 
To hear the jar of noiſy war 153 
The weſtern ſky was purpl'd o'er 154 
The fields were green, the hills were gay 110 


149 


MO 


| 1 | | 
'Tis the birth-day of Phillis 


Wich Delia ever could I ſtray 


Why blyſhes ſo early the roſe 
When Fanny to. woman &c. 
Would you taſte the noon-tide air 


130 
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173 


Pack. 
The wretch condemn'd with life to part 10” 
This bottle's the ſun of our table 
Theſe flow'rs like our hearts 
»Twas within a mile of Edinburgh town 

Vain is beauty's gaudy flow'r IE 

Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour 5 
Vainly now ye ftrive io charm me 

With joy and mirth our valley rings 
When flora reſumes her gay reign 
When vapours o'er the meadows die 3 
Where ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter 8 
When Snow deſcends and robes &c. 6 
When I was a young one 12 G 
With the man that I love was I deſtin'd 12 
Were I as poor as wretch can be 
When bluſhes dy'd the check of morn 
Well met deareſt Phaztbe ” 
When late a ſimple ruſtic laſs 

What ſadneſs reigns over the plain 
Wine wine is alone the briſk fountain 2 
When Phcebus the tops of the hills 


BE 

With women and wine I defy ev'ry care 35 

What beauteous ſcenes enchant my ſight 36 
160 


Water parted from the ſea 45 
When tutor'd under mama's care "05. 
What means that tender ſigh my dear 46 
When you meet a tender creature 50 
With horns and with hounds 51 


When late I wander'd o'er the plain 56 FE 
| Who'll buy © heart Myitilla cries. 


While the lads of the village 87 


Pace 


What ſhepherd or - nymph of the. grove 63 


Where's my ſwain ſo blythe and clever 67 


When I awake with painful brow 570 


With tuneful pipe and merry glee 75 
Whilſt a captive to your charms 76 | 
Was Nancy but a rural maid. 81 
Waft O cupid to Leander 1 
Where new-mown hay on winding Tay: 86 
When Jove was reſolv'd to create 86 


While the bee flies from bloſſom &c. 94 
When Jemmy firſt began to love 96 


Where the jeſſamine ſweetens the bow” r 97 
When fairies dance 97 
When firſt I ſaw the graceful maid 99 
When larks forſake the flow'ry plain 99 
When firſt you woo'd me to comply 99 
With early horn ſalute the morn 1404 
What a pother is made 104 
What tho' his guilt &c. 106 
What chearful ſounds ſalute our ears 112 


When wars alarm 112 


Where the bee ſucks there lurk 1 ma 


When I were young tho' now I am n old 123 
When a tender maid 
When Flavi 1a 1 courted 5 2 


| 


| 


When ſummer comes the ſwains &c. 


What ſtate of life can be ſo bleſt 


Young Molly who lives at the foot * 
'| Young Phillis one morning a maying & c. 


Fe chearful virgins have ye ſeen 
| Ye fair who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle 


0 | * 


When Strephon the Sous 
What women could do | 
With tuneful pjpe and merry glee 


When Venus the goddeſs of beauty &c. 


While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending 
When morn with purple ſtreaks c- 
When the ſweet roſy morn | 
While o'er the mountain brow peep. 
Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds 

Young Colin to our cottage came 
Young I am and ſore afraid 


You fay at your feet that I wept 


Young Strephon a ſhepherd the pms &c. 
Ye woods and ye mountains unknown 
Young Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain 
Ye fair poſſeſs'd of every charm 

Ye verdant woods ye chryſtal ſtreams 


| When bickrings hot 119 | Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy 

While happy in my native land 119 | Ye ſportſmen draw near 

When glorious Eliza | 123] Ye beaux and ye bells &c. 
What's a a poor ſimple clown „ Young Jockey ſought my heart to win 
When the trees are all bare 126 Young Colin havi ing much to ſay 
When the bright froſty mornings 127 Ye ſprightly nymplis and jovial ſwains 


Yet awhile fiveet ſleep deceive me 


| Ye witlings of a witleſs age 


Tung Chloe as gay as the ſpring 
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128 
138 
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